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Any similarity to a 


Saab was founded by 16 aircraft engineers and their spirit lives on. The Saab 9-3 Aero is powered with a 2.8L 
inspired by aircraft design to optimize airflow. The result is a turbocharged car that spends more time flying 


©2006 SAAB AUTOMOBILE USA Manufacturers of Saab vehicles and jets are no longer affiliated. 


jet is purely genetic. 


250 horsepower V-6 engine that provides instant response when you need it.And its aerodynamic contour was 
e road and less time at the pump. After all, once you've built jets, you don’t build just another car. 


saabusa.com 
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Jacob Carter 

Teacher, musician, volunteer. 
Jacob tutors and mentors 
children in need. He supports 
Teach For America. 

For more Information on this 

and other volunteer organizations, 
visit us at 
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PHYSICS ELEVATED TO AN ART FORM. 


We take the best optics on the planet and make them a vision of art. 
It's there between the hard-edge lines of our new Oil Drum” eyewear. 
Aggressive contours that optimize your peripheral view. And Oakley's 
patented High Definition Optics” that raises science to the level of art. 


<> OAKLEY 


DAKLEY HIGH DEFINITION OPTICS 


EYEWEAR « APPAREL * FOOTWEAR » ACCESSORIES » 1-800-501-5835 * OAKLEY.COM/HDO ©2006 Oakley, Inc. 
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PREMIUM 


_ LIGHT 


My LAGER BEER 


heinekenlight.com 
Enjoy Heineken Light Responsibly. 


CHRISTINA MILIAN 


When not writing hits for J. Lo 
or getting thrown into pools by 
Usher, this R&B hottie can be 
found in the studio and on the 
big screen, preparing to take 
over the world. 


ARCTIC MONKEYS 


Britain’s most contagious export 
since Mad Cow Disease are just 
a bunch of small-town lads with 
bad haircuts ... who made the 
best rock album of ’06. 


ROCK’S MOST 
AWESOMELY 
DIFFERENTLY ABLED 


The music world is a dangerous 
place, as our compendium of lost 
limbs, missing eyes and shot-off 
testicles proves. 


CISCO ADLER 

The singer of up-and-coming 
L.A. band Whitestarr has it all: A 
mogul dad, famous pals, Mischa 
Barton. But all he really wants to 
do is rock. 


SPEND OUR CASH: 
YEAH YEAH YEAHS 


The NYC alt darlings were feeling 
stressed from creating their 

new album, so Blender gave 
them $848 for some high-priced 
therapy. They blew it on tequila 
shots instead, 


JERMAINE DUPRI 


In his [5 years as an artist, 
writer, superproducer and mogul, 
nearly everything this hitmaker 
has touched has turned to gold. 
So why can’t Atlanta’s mini- 
Midas get any respect? 


“?M COMFORTABLE WITH MY'BO DY.” 


CHRISTINA MILIAN 
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ON THE COVER 


CHRISTINA MILIAN 
PHOTOGRAPH BY CLIFF WATTS 


STYLIST: JEWELS AND JOHNNY AT MAGNET. 
HAIR: RANDY STODGHILL FOR EXCLUSIVE 
ARTISTS/REDKEN. MAKEUP: AUTUMN MOULTRIE/ 
OIONPERRONEAU.COM USING MAC COSMETICS. 
SET DESIGN: ALEX FYMAT. PRODUCER: CHRISTINE 
SUAREZ PRODUCTIONS. MANICURE: LIBBIE SIMP- 
KINS FOR O.P.1/CELESTINEAGENCY.COM. INSET: 
ARCTIC MONKEYS: JENNIFER MALER/RETNA LTO. 
SPINE: DON KNOTTS: STEVE SCHAPIRO/CORBIS, 
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Move over, mullet! You are no longer the 
undisputed king of stylish tail technology! 
Mullet, it's time to pass the torch to the 
all-new Fit Sport with sleek body design 
and aerodynamic rear roofline spoiler! 


Super style meets super substance! Fit is 
loaded with enjoyable driving technology! 
Steering wheel-mounted paddle shifters”! 
6-speaker audio with iPod” integration’! Blue 
illuminated gauges! Mullet loses again! 


Fit is all business when it comes to safety! 
Standard front, side and side curtain 
airbags are your driving companions! 


Standard anti-lock brakes accompany 
you everywhere! Mullet has no answer! 


The Fit is Go! 


al 


engine! Swift, stylish mover with satisfying efficiency! 38 mpg” on the freeway...Super Pump Beater! Cargo time? 


New from Honda \grition time! Thrust onto the rolling blacktop! Feel the quiet roar of the vigorous 1.5-liter VTEC® (¥) | 


The roomy 5-door, 5-passenger Fit with 60/40 split 2nd-row Magic Seat® brings the versatility! Hatchback attack! 


fit.honda.com 


*Fit Sport with 5AT only. tAvailable accessory. Apple and iPod are registered trademarks of Apple Computer Inc. **Fit with MT. Based on 2007 EPA mileage estimates. Use for comparison purposes only. Actual 
mileage may vary. 1-800-33-Honda ©2006 American Honda Motor Co., Inc. 
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ONE OF THE 
FIVE BEST 


MUSIC 


PROGRAMS 
IN THE COUNTRY 


— Rolling Stone Magazine 
August 11, 2005 


School of 


Recording . Arts 
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You've Got Mail 


WE WANT YOU TO SHARE... 


CHAPPELLE'S NO-SHOW 
As long as you were making up your 
own Dave Chappelle cover photo for 
your April issue, why couldn't you 
have just gone ahead and made up 
the whole interview? You could have 
had Dave say he was bringing back 
Chappelle's Show right away for five 
more seasons, and that it would be 
funnier than ever. False hope's better 
than no hope at all. 


ELLIS FORD, ATLANTA 


I'M RICK JAMES, THEREFORE | BITCH 
Oprah? Really, Dave: You bail on your 
subversive, boundary-pushing show, 
then go whining to Oprah while leaving 
Comedy Central twisting in the wind? 
This is far more upsetting than any 
rumored crack addiction could have 
possibly been. 

G. GRANT, VIA E-MAIL 


BLOND AMBITION 

Interesting that Pink says she's “not 
attacking anyone specifically” in her 
“Stupid Girls" video [Dear Superstar, 
April] when it's plainly obvious to 
anyone who's ever opened a maga- 
zine that she's attacking Paris Hilton, 
Jessica Simpson and Lindsay Lohan. 
Specifically. Why the backpedaling, 
Pink? Chicken? 


LISA MORALES, SAN ANTONIO, TX 


IF POP STARS 
WERE DOGS... 


Send us a photo with your name and 
address and who your pooch happily 
resembles. If we print it, you'll win a 
T-Mobile SDA (Smart Digital Assistant) 
cellphone. Woof! 


( SID VICIOUS THE POP STAR ) PETEY THE DOG ) 


14_-odiesi'm not an animal” 


Pink: too 
big for her 
britches. 


STICK FIGURE 

It's pretty amazing that you guys 
managed to do an entire feature about 
rock stars on reality TV [“And the Dick 
Goes to ...," April] and didn't call out 
Tommy Lee for getting schooled by 
marching-band geeks on that show 
where he enrolled in the University 

of Nebraska. Dude couldn't even play 
drums—isn't that the one thing he 
should know how to do? 


JA. WALSH, STOCKTON, CA 


Dude can steer a boat with his penis. 
That's all the Tommy Lee-related video 
we need to know about. 


WHAT’S A SIX-LETTER WORD FOR 
CONSPIRACY? 

| just got my new Blender in the mail 
last night and quickly opened it up to 
see the countdown of the “SO Most 
Awesomely Dead Rock Stars” [March]. 
My next stop: the crossword puzzle. 
Apparently my ninja mailman swiped 
out the page containing the crossword 
puzzle, then amazingly renumbered 
the pages to lead me to believe that 
the magazine was printed without a 


crossword puzzle, put the magazine 
back in the annoying plastic and magi- 
cally sealed it up again! At least that is 
the only logical explanation | can come 
up with for why there isn’t a crossword 
puzzle in this month's edition. 

ELLEN STIEBER, VIA E-MAIL 
That's weird, it's right there in our ... hey, 
wait a minute! 


BLENDER ON AIR 
Great mag. Now you have a radio 
channel on AOL Radio. What will you 
guys (and girls) think of next? 

FOREST W. PRICE JR., ROCKFORD, IL 


Edible hats. You heard it here first. 


MONKEY BUSINESS 
Thanks for your big gear feature 
[“Intelligent Design,” April] and for 
such enlightening product descrip- 
tions as “audiophile-friendly features 
we can't begin to comprehend.” Did 
the chimp do the writing as well? 

ERIC MEYERS, CARLSBAD, CA 


That's absurd. Although he did help with 
the copy editing. > 


PINK: MARC HOM; VICIOUS: LFI 


Super. 


That’s how milk makes 
you feel. The calcium helps 
bones grow strong, 
so even if you’re not from 
Krypton” you can have 

bones of steel. 


got milk? 
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2006 Warner Bros. Ent. All Rights Reserved: 
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SUPERMAN 
RETURNAS 
JUNE 30 
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AEROSMITH GOLD 
Includes “Dude (Looks Like A Lady),” 
“Cryin’,” “Janie’s Got A Gun” 


~f SUPERTRAMP GOLD/RETROSPECTACLE 
en Includes “Goodbye Stranger,” 

- “The Logical Song,” 
“Breakfast In America” 


PARENTAL 


ADVISORY 


EXPLICIT CONTENT 


. 
r parental advisory program, go to www.parentalguide.org 
Ee ips 7 

UM® 
AUNIVERSAL MUSIC COMPANY 


© 2006 Universal Music Enterprises, a Division of UMG Recordings, Inc. 


“Yesterday Once More,” “Close To You” 


BOB MARLEY & THE WAILERS GOLD 
Includes “Jammin’,” 
“Is This Love,” “No Woman No Cry” 


MARVIN GAYE GOLD 
Includes “Let's Get It On,” 
“What's Going On,” 
“Mercy Mercy Me (The Ecology)” 


“KISS GOLD (1974-1982) 
Includes “Rock And Roll All Nite,” 
“Shout It Out Loud,” “Strutter” 


»YCARPENTERS GOLD 
Includes “Rainy Days And Mondays,” 


JOE COCKER GOLD RUSH GOLD 
Includes “You Are So Beautiful,” Includes “Tom Sawyer,” 
“Up Where We Belong,” “The Spirit Of Radio,” 
“With A Little Help From My Friends” “The Big Money” 


oe 


SUBLIME GOLD 
Includes “What | Got,” 
“Santeria,” “Wrong Way” “Beth” (KISS), 


“More Than Words” (Extreme) 


On Sale - $14.99...These Titles and More! 


VARIOUS ARTISTS POWER BALLADS GOLD 
Includes “Is This Love” (Whitesnake), 


LS 2 ee 


CAT STEVENS GOLD fet 


. (47,494. 


CAT STEVENS GOLD 
Includes “Wild World,” 
“Morning Has Broken,” “Moonshadow” 


VARIOUS ARTISTS '80s GOLD =. 
Includes “Jesse’s Girl” (Rick Springfield), .°2} 
“Addicted To Love” (Robert Palmer), > 

“All Night Long” (Lionel Richie) 3 


Coming Soon 
SCORPIONS GOLD 
STYX GOLD 


Tower.com 
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CENTURY masters 


“Aww pretty ladies around the world 
Gotta weird thing to show you 
So grab all the boys and girls.” 


- “WORD UP” CAMEO 


THIS AND OTHER GREATHITS AVAILABLE:ON 
20TH Century MASTERS MILLENNIUM COLLECTION; 
THE Best oF CAMEO 


1 LOVE 
THAT 


SONG! 


“All for freedom and for pleasure. 
Nothing ever lasts forever. 
Everybody wants to rule the world.” 


5 TEARS FOR FEARS. 


|= “EVERYBODY WANTS TO RULE THE WORLD” TEARS FOR FEARS 


THIS AND OTHER GREAT HITS AVAILABLE ON 
207 CENTURY MASTERS Mittennium COLLECTION, 


THE Best oF TEARS For FEARS 


www.ilovethatsong.com 


tow (het) UME 


A UNIVERSAL MUSIC COMPANY 


© 2006 Universal Music Enterprises, a Division of UMG Recordings, Inc. 


“She works hard for the money 
So hard for it honey 

She works hard for the money 

So you better treat her right.” 


nf DONNA SUMTER 
& . 


- “SHE WORKS HARD FOR THE MONEY” DONNA SUMMER 


THIS AND OTHER GREAT HITS AVAILABLE ON 
20TH CenTURY MASTERS MILLENNIUM COLLECTION, 
: The Best of DONNA SUMMER 


“Just tell me a story. 
You know the one | mean.” 


20 MOTLEY CRUE f 


- “GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS” MOTLEY CRUE 


THIS AND OTHER GREAT HITS AVAILABLE ON 
20TH Century MASTERS MILLENNIUM COLLECTION, 
THe Best or Motte Crue 


The Black Crowes legenoGry live Show 15 cavyght on film Lor the first time ever Lrom 

San Franciscds {ameo’ Fillmore Avolitorium. Over 2 hovrs of cosmic rack’ rol] is 

Captured In FREAK'N R@Lbbet ITO THE FOG with THE BLACK CRONES. 
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AVAILABLE IN STORES NOW OR ONLINE AT: www.eaglerockent.com 
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EV 30161-9 
were one of rock’ 's true super groups. The extraordinary talents of & D ’ ae 
C re and J uce set the template for hard rock in the Available now on DVD & UMD’ for PSP 
seventies and beyond. The latest addition to the acclaimed Classic Albums series Ze 3 . ra : ‘ pate -. 
looks info the making of the hugely-influential C ears and features brand ‘Classic Albums: The Making O ht At The Opera 
new interviews with Clapton, Baker and Bruce along with lyricist n ; : f 
Atlantic Records founder A and as welll ine program en» the complete behind the scenes story of the 


as archive live footage, acoustic performances and orisinal studio tracks. 


F on the OVD include additional interviews, x CATR ‘acoustic 
performances ‘of Sunshi ur “and “Outsid by Eric 
-lapton, ‘exclusive solo piano performance of * re Going Wrong” by Jack Bruce 
rt previously fr be full live performances of “Tales Of Brave Ulysses” and 


PEARL AIM 


BRAND NEW ALBUM 
FEATURING “WORLD WIDE SUICIDE” 


MAY 2ND, 2006 


WWW.PEARLJAM.COM 
©2006 J RECORDS, A UNIT OF SONY BMG MUSIC ENTERTAINMENT 


LETTERS 


“Banana 
pudding 

in the comissary 
again? Yay!" 


ENTIRELY DIFFERENT MONKEY BUSINESS 
| want to believe the Arctic Monkeys are just as 
good as everyone in England seems to think 
(Burner, April]. | really do. But | can't get over 
the fact that they look like they're 12. At least 
Oasis needed to shave. 

ELLEN M. SMITH, POUGHKEEPSIE, NY 


GOLDEN GIRL 
| was staring at the Kristin Cavallari photos for 
a good 20 minutes before | even realized you 
guys put an interview in there as well (“The 
Beach Is Back,” April]. It would've been nice to 
check out that UPN show she co-hosts, but the 
thing's already canceled. 

JASON TARTIKOFF, LANSING, MI 


STUPID MONKEY COPY EDITOR 
Just thought | would drop you a line to let you 
know that the act of “gurming” mentioned in 
your Miranda Lambert article [“Tex Appeal," 
March] is actually spelled “gherming." It's 
certainly not the most flattering term and 
one rarely heard outside the music industry. 
Keep up the great work, especially since I'm 
subscribed until 2017! 

MATTHEW SINCLAIR, NASHVILLE 


By 2017, issues will just be beamed directly into 
your brain via satellite. 


WHAT ADORABLE NAZIS! 
Please tell me those white-supremacist twins 
Prussian Blue are just a practical joke [Rock's 
Craziest Fanatics,” April]. Louis Farrakhan being 
a violin prodigy is weird enough, but Lamb and 
Lynx in matching Hitler smiley-face shirts? This 
isn't a put-onP 

MIKE MARTIN, LAWRENCE, KS 
Have we ever lied to you about hate-mongering 
‘tweener Aryan pop duos? 


20_*\ don't feel safe in this world no more” 


SUPERFAN 


Ashlee Simpson and Jen Raznick 


Brooke Brown, Paris Hilton and Jenna Carlock 


YOU ISSUIN’ A CEASE-AND-DESIST TO ME? 
THEN WHO THE HELL ELSE ARE YOU ISSUIN’ A 
CEASE-AND-DESIST TO? 
It's a good thing the Strokes didn't go through 
with their plan to name themselves the De 
Niros ["33 Things You Should Know About 
the Strokes,” April]. | named my restaurant 
after Robert De Niro a few years ago and he 
threatened to sue me unless | changed it. So 
| changed it to “Section (3)" after whatever 
copyright law | was supposedly violating. Good 
call, Julian and company. 

SALLI PATEMAN, VANCOUVER, BC 


HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY 
In his Useful Tip [“How to Catch a Cheat," 
April], Ghostface Killah totally forgot the most 
important bit of advice for dealing with a cheat- 
ing partner: Simply ask your girl, in a calm and 
polite tone, if there's anything she'd like to 
get off her chest. Then you should sit and talk 
about her infidelity in a mature, reasonable 
manner. Just kidding. 

B. ROLLINS, SCOTTSDALE, AZ 


Phew. Scared us there for a minute. 


BRINGING OUT THE STALKER IN YOU SINCE 2001 


Kevin Danchisen and Tommy Lee 


Meredith Brown and Usher 


JUST SAY “SORTA!” 
As a mother of two, I'm of two minds about Kid 
Rock's apparent drug advocacy in your April 
issue ["Who Does Kid Rock Think He Is?"]. On 
one hand, sprinkling Ambien on one's morn- 
ing cereal like sugar definitely sounds like bad 
advice. On the other, his warning for kids to 
stay away from crystal meth is much appreci- 
ated. All| know is, kids do listen to what rock 
stars like him have to say about drugs, so | 
can only hope they heed his smart words and 
ignore his idiotic ones. 

LISA BROWN MCCONNELL, EVANSTON, IL 


We couldn't agree more—that breakfast cereal 
will kill ya! 
VINTAGE SWINE 
Your interview with Kevin Spears—sorry, 
Federline—[Burner, April] raises a lot of ques- 
tions. But one stands out: How the hell does his 
album somehow sound like “pit roast?” Does 
that mean the songs resemble pulled pork? 
Is that even a good thing for a rap album to 
sound like? 

JAMES WAYNE, TRENTON, NJ 


CHIMP: JESSE FROHMAN 
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LIVE LIKE YOU MEAN IT” 


BROWN: 


MICK & KEEF ROCK, LIKE, A ZILLION 
TANNED BRAZILIANS 


ON FEBRUARY 18, the Rolling Stones 
played the biggest show of their career 


at Rio de Janeiro's Copacabana Beach. 

The free concert, attended by more than 1 million 

thong-clad fans, cost the city $750,000; the 

remainder of the $4.5 million budget came from 

: corporate sponsors. The Stones—who performed 

4 | fora total of 1.2 million people in all of 2005— 

€ i commanded a stage the height of a seven-story 

building, with a passageway connecting directly to 

their hotel. Thousands of police officers patrolled 

: » the concert as well as the nearby slums, but no 

A trouble was reported. Despite the overwhelming 

attendance, the Stones failed to top a record set 

in 1994, when 3.5 million people crowded the 
same beach to see Rod Stewart. oe soppie 
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THE ROLLING STONES PLAYED 
TO MORE THAN L MILLION 
THONG-CLAD FANS IN RIO. 
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a LIL KIM // CLAY AIKEN // PARIS HILTON a 


NEWS 


BUSTED! ROUNDUP 


'S BREAST IMPLANTS STAGE A Saar 


PRISON BREAK 


was convicted of 
possessing heroin 
and cocaine and 
sentenced to I2 
months of commu- 
nity service. The 
Babyshambles 
singer was recently 
arrested three 
times in one day. 


After Il years of 
matriculating, 
Weezer frontman 


will graduate from 
Harvard University 
in June witha 
bachelor's degree 
in English. 


Incarcerated at the Federal Detention 
Center in Philadelphia, Lil’ Kim—a.k.a. 
Inmate #56198-054—is almost halfway 
through her 366-day sentence for per- 
jury and conspiracy charges. 


tooka 
page out of Willie 
Wonka's book by 
hiding tickets to an 
exclusive concert 
at his Minneapolis 
home in select 
copies of his new 
album, 3/21. 


Imprisoned sex 
offender 

has been 
banned from seeing 
his 5-year-old son, 
Gary Jr. “He can 
never lay hands 
on my boy,” said 
Yudenia Martinez, 
the boy's mother. 


While doing time, the boob-jobbed rap- 
per’s reality show, Lil’ Kim: Countdown 
to Lockdown, documenting her last two 
weeks of freedom, airs on BET. 
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removed. TONY MCMENAMIN 


24.1 hear its music ringing, It sounds an echo in my soul/How 
can | keep from singing?" 


‘Clay Aiken: “If happy 
“little bluebirds fly 
Beyond the rainbow, 
Why, oh why can't IP” 


THE CLOSET? 


ANGRY i FANS ACCUSE THEIR HERO OF 
FALSE ADVERTISING 
ON THE EVE OF his second album a “heterosexual” and thus know- 
release, 2003 American Idol ingly defrauding them and other 
runner-up Clay Aiken may have more to “Claymates." The complaint cites as 
worry about than a sophomore jinx. evidence a 2003 TV interview with 
Following a tabloid report that Diane Sawyer in which Aiken denies 
claimed Aiken had sex with a former being gay, and calls for the label to halt 
Green Beret in a North Carolina hotel its deceptive marketing strategies. 
room after meeting him via a gay Even if ex-soldier John Paulus's 
website, a group of nine “aggrieved account of a gay romp with Aiken is 
consumers" have filed a formal true—he passed a lie-detector test 
complaint with the Federal Trade administered by the National Enquirer 
Commission. The upset fans accuse and has “physical evidence" of his 
Aiken's record label, RCA, and its parent 90-minute encounter—RCA has no 
company, Sony/BMG, of misrepre- comment on the false-advertising claim 
senting the “Measure of Man" singer and maintains Aiken's record will come 
as a “family-friendly performer" and out as planned in June. noe soppiE 


CARTOON: JOHN JAY; HILTON: LAWRENCE LUCIER/WIREIMAGE,.COM; AIKEN: CHARLES SYKES/REXUSA 
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INTRODUCING 


MAN 


BURNER 


WHEN WILL YOUR 

FAVORITE POP STAR 

CROAK? if 
#28 ASHLEE SIMPSON 

BIRTH DATE OCTOBER 3, 1984 

CURRENT AGE 2i 

DEATH CALCULATOR 

STARTS AT AGE 79 

CATEGORY YEARS ADDED/SUBTRACTED 


White female (+2), supportive family 
relationships (+5), +7 


Sibling rivalry: Competes with elder Jessica 
for father Joe's affection. -2 


Media overexposure: “It's not natural; it 
ain't healthy.” -2 


Physically fit; Ballet dancer since age 4. +3 


Ailment: Suffers from acid reflux disease (-I) 
that disrupts performances (-2). -3 


Professional integrity: “I'd never lip-sync. It’s just 
not me” (+1), followed by lip-syneing debacle 
on SNL (-2). -| 


Assigns blame: Mishaps fault of band, acid 
reflux. =| 


Sleep deprivation: All-night-partying. -4 
Neurobic: Co-writes most of herownsongs. +2 


Negative reinforcement: 72,000 Orange Bowl 
fans boo as she performs. -2 


Exhaustion: Collapsed after MTV Japan 
performance and rushed to hospital. -| 


Eating disorder: Admitted to once suffering 
from anorexia. “2 


Risks associated with body art: Tattooed wrist and 
ankle (“I'm sure I'll get more tattoos”). -I 


Loose lips: Tandem smooching with two 
strangers in NYC bar. -3 


Temperament: Described as “fiery and blunt." -| 


ESTIMATED LIFE EXPECTANCY 68 


PROJECTED YEAR 2052 


OF DEATH 

DR. DEMKO, gerontologist: “Ashlee needs to limit 
her public self to the stage and spend personal 
downtime cocooning at home with the TV 
unplugged and the phone off the hook.” 


26_-rm gonna knock you out/Mama said knock you out.” 


ASHLEE SIMPSON 


TOMMY LEE ewnen [i 


NEWS 
ROUNDUP 


will write, direct 
and star in 
Phantasmagoria, a 
film about Alice in 
Wonderland author 
Lewis Carroll. “It's 
going to be very 
scary, but that goes 
without saying,” 
Manson said. 


Former New Kid 
on the Block 

is 
starring as Arthur 
“Fonzie” Fonzarelli 
in the musical- 
theater adaptation 
of Happy Days. 


collaborated with 
Fatboy Slim ona 
musical based on 
the life of former 
Filipino first lady 
Imelda Marcos. 
Here Lies Love: 
ASong Cycle 
premiered in March 
at the Adelaide 
Bank Festival in 
Australia. 


guitar- 
ist Brian Bell 
and drummer 
Pat Wilson will 
appear in the Edie 
Sedgewick biopic 
Factory Girl as Lou 
Reed and John 
Cale, respectively. 
Reed, meanwhile, 
has called the 
cast “a bunch of 
whores” for agree- 
ing to participate in 
the movie. 


WORD! 


“TM NOT 
HAVING A 
GOOD TIME.” 


PERFORMING LIVE 


Tommy Lee 
loves him some 
wax lips. 


CRUE-SING FOR 
A BRUISING 


GETS HANDED A BLOODY BEATDOWN 


ROCKER TOMMY LEE is more of a 
lover than a fighter these days, but 
in February he nonetheless left a party 
in Detroit with a mouth full of blood. 
A member of Eminem's posse alleg- 
edly punched Lee after the Motley Crile 
drummer was overheard dissing Kid 


Rock, who was once engaged to Lee's 
ex-wife, Pamela Anderson. 

“Tommy was hit from behind and 
immediately left the event with his own 
security. This had nothing to do with Kid 
Rock," said Lee's spokesperson, Dvora 
Vener. JOHANN: 


BLENDER'S BURNING QUESTION 
WHAT’S UP WITH ’S ASS? 


SURVEY SAYS 


a 
4 


READER WISDOM 


“EMINEM GOT 
ABLACK GURL 
BUTT!” 

MORGAN WALKER 

VIA E-MAIL 


Log on to Blender.com 
for June's “BURNING 

QUESTION.” One deserving 
reader will have his or her 

comment published in the 
next issue and win this 
SONY ERICSSON W600 
WALKMAN CELLPHONE, 
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E/INFGOFF.COM; LEE: SPLASH 
AGE.COM; WHITE: KEVIN M 
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Special shoe for you is making certain your fashion is as fresh like sushi. —==—— ES Injector DX” 


ey 
ALMOST F MOUS 
WOLFMOTHER™ 


02’S FURRY NEW ROCK GODS LOVE ZEPPELIN—AND UNICORNS! 


BY JOSH EELLS 


WOLFMOTHER SINGER Andrew 


Stockdale is yawning on a couch in a down- 
town Manhattan loft, tracing a lazy finger through 
his towering white-dude 'fro. The lanky 29-year-old 
Aussie is the picture of calm—a complete 180 from 
mere hours earlier, when he and his mates were 
tearing through what's quickly becoming known as 
one of the best live shows in rock. 

“It's like a chemical reaction," says drummer 
Myles Heskett, 28, of the band's gigs. “Sometimes 
| come offstage and just curl up into a ball. It's kind 
of scary—and cool.” 


The trio—Stockdale, Heskett and bassist- 
keyboardist Chris Ross, 33—met in 1999 and 
jammed together for nearly five years before 
finally working up the courage to write actual 
songs. Their debut, featuring Stockdale's howl- 
ing Jack White falsetto and anchored by a 
Zeppelinesque blues grind, is already a hit in 
Australia and will be released here this month. 

Wolfmother's songs, like epic love ballad 
“White Unicorn,” are full of references to sorcer- 
ers, talking horses and alternate dimensions. But 
Stockdale insists he's no Renaissance Faire geek. 


Left to right: 
Myles Heskett, 
Andrew Stockdale 
and Chris Ross. 


ALL ABOUTUS! 


WORST JOB 
Burger King. They kept demoting me—by the end | was 
the floor-sweeper. (Ross) 


FAMOUS CRUSH 
Meg White. Even though Jack looks like he could rip your 
arms off. (Heskett) 


BEST THING ABOUT AUSTRALIA 
Our ex-prime minister [Robert Hawke] held the world 
record for sculling a beer (2.5 pints in II seconds]! (Ross) 


V 


“| don’t think of our lyrics as psychedelic or fantas- 
tical," he says. “They're more psychological—like 
I'm exploring my own subconscious.” 

Either way, they're happy to be past the days 
of rehearsing in a cramped Sydney flat. “The guy 
upstairs used to abuse the shit out of me because 
we were so loud,” Stockdale says. “You're a fuck- 
ing dickhead,’ ‘Fuck you'—that kind of thing. Two 
months later we're talking and he says, ‘I really love 
this new band called Wolfmother.’ | was like, ‘We're 
Wolfmother, you fucker! That's us!'" 

WOLFMOTHER (MODULAR/NTERSCOPE) 


28_-Twinkled eyes like a king charted seas on your skin/Like a white star, tangled and far/Tulip~that’s what you are.” 


MARTIN PHILBEY 
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BURNER 


POP STAR MUST-HAVE 


ACTION 
FIGURES 


BECAUSE TWISTING RUBBER FACSIMILES OF 
POP STARS INTO DEVIANT POSITIONS IS THE 
ULTIMATE EXPRESSION OF FANDOM 


30_" wear my sunglasses at night/So | can, so | can.” 


| 


NEWS 
ROUNDUP 


have 
branched further 
into the world of 
merchandising to 
offer fans perfume 
and cologne. Paul 
Stanley describes 
their new scent 
as “unrepentantly 
sexy, and a little 
naughty.” 


has 
reportedly hired a 
personal trainer at 
acost of $17,000 a 
month after seeing 
photographs of 
himself at the 
Grammy Awards 
this year. 


visited Sikh yoga 
master Singh 
Khalsa for a “sound 
healing,” involving 
kundalini yoga 
sessions in which 
sound vibrations 
are sent through 
the body. 


was cited as a 
“possible threat” 

by the Australian 
government after 
an alarmed passen- 
ger saw him reading 
Jihad: The Rise of 
Militant Islam in 
Central Asia ona 
flight to Brisbane, 


“| CHANGED 
THE SOUND 
OF MUSIC 
MORE THAN 
ONE TIME... 
I'M IN THE 
HISTORY 
BOOKS.” 


WHAM! 


George Michael: “I 
said, wake me up 
before you go-go!” 


SMOKES POT, TAKES A SNOOZE IN 
HIS CAR, GETS ARRESTED 


BRITISH POP STAR GEORGE Michael 
was arrested for drug possession 
after police discovered marijuana in 
his car. 

London's Metropolitan Police 
detained the stubbly singer shortly 
before 2 a.m. on February 26, when they 
found him slumped over his steering 
wheel in the city’s West End. The ex- 
Wham! singer, whose solo hits include 
“Faith" and “Careless Whisper," was 
charged with class C narcotics posses- 
sion and released on bail. 

“Lwas in possession of class C 
drugs, which is an offense,” Michael, 


NEW RAGE 


, NEW AGE SUPERSTAR, 
ARRESTED IN DOMESTIC DISPUTE 


GREEK EASY-LISTENING composer Yanni 
faces a domestic battery charge after an 
alleged dispute with his girlfriend. 

According to a police report filed in 
Palm Beach, Florida, Yanni, 51, slapped 
the face of Silvia Barthes, 33, and threw 
her on their bed, causing his lover of one 
and a half years to lock herself in the 
bathroom and call 911. 

After officers arrived at the couple's 
house, the “Reflection of Passion” 
composer spent 11 hours in jail. Yanni, 
born John Yanni Christopher, sustained 
an injury to his finger during the alterca- 
tion, while Barthes required treatment 


42, later admitted in a statement. “I 
have no complaints about the police, 
who were professional throughout. It is 
my own stupid fault, as usual.” 

Michael last ran into trouble with 
the law in 1998, when he was arrested 
by an undercover cop for lewd conduct 
in an L.A. park bathroom. The incident 
forced him to publicly disclose his 
homosexuality and inspired the video 
for “Outside,” which showed male 
police officers making out with each 
other. But, said Michael, “I promise | 
won't make a record out of this one— 
even though it is tempting.” Jos eeus 


for a swollen and bloody lip. 

Yanni's lawyer Orlando Gonzalez 
denied the allegations. “[He] did not 
strike that woman," he said. “The last 
thing this man would want to do is hurt 
his hands.” Lauren Harris 


mustache, no? ~ 


ACTION FIGURES, FROM TOP: COURTESY SEG/SEGTOYS.COM; COURTESY 4CAST LIMITED; SPLASH NEWS (2); WEST: STEPHEN LOVEKIN/WIREIMAGE.COM; MICHAEL: ELOBY/XPOSURE; YANNI: PALM BEACH SHERIFF'S OFFICE/HANDOUT/WPN 


Rob Zombie 
Gears 
& interlocking 

joists work. 


DO YOU ROCK? 


DOES THE SPOOKY-CORE AND HORROR 
FILM AUTEUR INDEED ... ROCK? 


Ever trashed a hotel room? 

One night, during a White Zombie/ 
Danzig tour, we took every single thing 
out of our rooms and placed them in the 
parking lot in the exact same arrange- 
ment, And camped overnight. 


Biggest celeb’s home you've ever gotten 
drunk in? 
Nicolas Cage 


Brush with the law? 

In Arizona one year, a bunch of girls got 
totally naked onstage. After the show, 
the cops were waiting for me, but they 
couldn't find me because we were all 
covered in blood. 


Is there a stripper pole in your house? 
No, but I have a two-headed baby fetus 
in ajar. 

Worst tour horror story? 

In Florida, a guy killed his girlfriend, 
who had come to the show, as she 

was leaving the venue, and then killed 
himself. 


Ever wreck a car? 

| hit a cow once with our van—its head 
crashed right through the windshield. 
You wouldn’t believe the amount of 
blood that comes out of a cow. 


Ever have a gambling fixation? 
Well, we play $1,000 a basket on a free- 
throw basketball arcade game. 


Worst place you've been sick? 
Onstage in Fresno, after every song! 
was throwing up and blacking out. 


Most expensive item of clothing you own? 
A $25,000 chimp suit worn by Roddy 
McDowall in Planet of the Apes. 


TWO-HEADED BABY FETUSES? 
$25,000 CHIMPANZEE SUITS? IT 

CANNOT BE DEBATED: ROB ZOMBIE 
ROCKS LIKE ONE SCARY MOFO! 
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ROB ZOMBIE’S EDUCATED HORSES IS OUT NOW. 


32_*saving it up for Friday night/With the sultans, with the 
sultans of swing.” 


58, February 17, in 
Calgary, Canada, 
of several ailments. 
Singer of the 
Cowsills, the’60s 
family band that 
scored Top Ten hits 
with “Hair” and 
“The Rain, the Park 
and Other Things” 
and who served 

as inspiration for 
the TV show The 
Partridge Family. 


32, February 10, 

in Los Angeles, of 
cardiac arrest due 
to complications 
from lupus. Member 
of hip-hop act 
Slum Village and 
producer known 

as J Dilla and Jay 
Dee. Yancey's 
production credits 
are a Who's Who 

of progressive hip- 
hop, including A 
Tribe Called Quest, 
Common, the 
Pharcyde, Erykah 
Badu, D'Angelo and 
De La Soul. 


68, February 2I, 

in New York City, 
of lung cancer. 
Children’s song- 
writer who wrote 
the lyrics to the 
Sesame Street 
theme and the clas- 
sic 70s children’s 
album Free to Be 
.» You and Me. 
Hart also wrote for 
grownups, includ- 
ing the Mamas and 
the Papas singer 
Cass Elliot, who 
scored a hit with 
Hart's “One Way 
Ticket.” 


“KANYE WEST 
MAKES ME 
ILL” 


BACHELOR 


TEODORIN NGUEMA 
OBIANG, 35 


THE MOGUL 


MUTASSIM “HANNIBAL” 
QADHAFI, 29 


THE GANGSTER 


KIM JONG-NAM, 34 


THE LOVER 


ALERT! 


BAND, BRAAAU! 
SO, THEY LIKE GOATS? 


like their guitars! 


easy path to follow.” 


making. 


WEIRD BAND 


HALF-GOAT GUITARS? ARE THEY EASY TO PLAY? 
“No,” admits singer Mike Odd. “But evil is never an 


SULTANS 


ROB ZOMBIE // BRANDON FLOWERS // EVE 


OF SCHWING 


RAPPER 


'S NEW BOYTOY IS TEODORIN 


NGUEMA OBIANG, THE JETSET SON OF A 
DICTATOR. BUT IS HE THE RIGHT BACHELOR 


DICTATOR DAD 


TEODORO OBIANG 
NGUEMA MBASOGO 
Seized power in 
EQUATORIAL GUINEA 
after executing his 
uncle. 


COL. MUAMMAR 
ABU MINYAR 
AL-QADHAFI 

Acoup d'état put him 
in control of LIBYA. 


KIM JONG- iL 
Ascended to power 

in NORTH KOREA in 
dynastic succession, a 
communist anomaly. 


,AN 


APOCALYPTIC GOAT-DEMON METAL 


Like goats? They are goats! Or, more accurately, 
this L.A. metal quartet claim to be half-goat—just 


HOW LONG HAVE THEY BEEN TOGETHER? 
We are told 665 years, which means their 1998 
debut, Cheeses of Nazareth, was 657 years in the 


: POVERTY 

: Eve's man globetrots 

: ashis malnourished 

: countrymen live 

: without running water. 
: He's invested millions 

: inrap label TNO 

: Entertainment, and 

: once spent $I.5 million 
: during a weekend 

: bender in South Africa. 


" ENRIQUE IGLESIAS 
: The debauched 
: playboy hired Iglesias 


: 2006 blowout on the 
: Caribbean island of 
: St. Bart's. 


: PROSTITUTES 

: Loves to take secretive 
: jaunts to Tokyo, 

: reportedly to bask in 
: the city’s luxurious 

: and hostess-stocked 
: bathhouses. 


TURN-ONS 


for a New Year's 


HEIR OF A DESPOT FOR HER? 


DOES HE RULE? 


: YES 

: He's already his 

: country's minister of 
: forestry, environment 
: and housing, and he 

: runs the state-owned 


media and main private 


: radio station. As prob- 
: able heir, he will reign 
= over abundant oil and 


gas reserves, 


> NO 

= Diplomatic immunity 
> comes in handy when 
: beating a pregnant 
> girlfriend, driving 


drunk, brandishing 
a gun in Paris and 
assaulting policemen 


: in Rome, all of which 
> he’s done. 


NO 
Though his risk-taking 


= may be exciting, it 


comes at a price. Once 
groomed to succeed 


: his father, the shamed 
: perv apparently lost 
: favor after being 


: caught with a forged 
Dominican passport en 
: route to Tokyo. 


IS THERE A FOLLOW-UP? 


Rosemary's 
Billygoat: “We're 
horny, lonely.” 


Yes, long-awaited Evilution concerns the coming 
Third World War fought by, yes, goat humans. “The 
feral goat is the most resilient mammal on the 
planet,” explains Odd. “Wait, I've said too much. 
Can you take that part out?” STEVE LOWE 


ZOMBIE: ERIK C. PENDZICH/REXUSA; FLOWERS: LAWRENCE LUCIER/FILMMAGIC.COM; EVE: JON KOPALOFF/FILMMAGIC,COM; ILLUSTRATIONS BY BENJAMIN WACHENJE: BILLYGOAT: KURTIS BLACKWELL 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 


WIDES LIGHTS: 12 mg. “tar”, 1.0 mg. nicotine, WIDES FILTERS: 17 mg. “tar”, 1.3 mg. 
nicotine, av. per cigarette by FTC method. Actual amount may vary depending on how 
you smoke. For T&N info, visit www.rjrttarnic.com. 


USEFULTIPS FROM THE STARS 


~~ START A BOOK CLUB 


NO LONGER SUBJECT TO BEATINGS FROM JOCK CLASSMATES, 
THE DAPPER TEENAGE BOOKWORMS OF 
THE “FUN” BACK IN “READING IS FUNDAMENTAL” 


LEARN TO READ 


SS, guitarist: First 
rule of Book Club is, you 
really do need to know how 
to read, so stay in school. 
(Even though we didn't.) 
As kids, we were into Uncle 
Remus, Shel Silverstein, 
Roald Dahl. Once you're 
in high school, make sure 
you read the book and the 
Cliffs Notes. 


BY STEVE KANDELL 
PHOTOGRAPH BY MICHAEL LEWIS 


PICK YOUR TEAM 


TH, drummer: 
Finding friends who want 
to talk about books is the 
hard part. Rely on instinct— 
you can sense if someone 
shares similar literary 
interests, although gather 
people with different views 
to keep the conversation 
interesting. You never want 
more than 10 people. 


AFEVER YOU CAN'T SWEAT OUT (FUELED BY RAMEN) IS OUTNOW 


“FINDING FRIENDS WHO WANT TO 
TALK ABOUT ppoK ‘ 


IS THE HARD PART.” 


Panic! At the Disco, left 
to right: Ryan Ross, 

Brendon Urie, Spencer 
Smith, Brent Wilson. 


3.4_-rm writing ‘bout the book I read/ have to sing about the book I read.” 


rs 


— 


‘ 


GET AROOM 
.ENT W , bassist: 

Once everyone decides 

on a book, find a place to 

meet for an hour or so—any 

longer and people will go 

off topic. Someone's living 
| room is perfect. Any loud 
N public place or anywhere 

there's a TV on is bad. Take 

your time and go over one 

section of the book a week. 


PUT 


DON’T GET AROOM 


, singer: 
Do it online! We got the 
idea after fans said they 
were turned on to Chuck 
Palahniuk from references 
in our songs. Our first 
selection is The Heart Is 
Deceitful Above All Things 
by J.T. LeRoyBooks are 
better than talking about 
how hot Spencer is! 


© 2006 Wm. Wrigley ur. Co. 


Get FRESH BREATH. Get Big Rep 


HUMMER 
TIME! 


ARE CAUGHT ON TAPE BEING SERVICED 
BY GROUPIES IN A MOTOR HOME 


FOLLOWING FRED DURST'S sex tape 
comes the rock world’s latest Internet 
download: Scott Stapp and Kid Rock's 
carnal collaboration with four strippers 
in a motor home. 

Filmed in 1999 in Florida, the 45- 
minute skin flick shows “a bunch of 
people giving blow jobs, and naked girls 
running around and drinking,” accord- 
ing to David Joseph, president of Red 
Light District, the porn distributor plan- 
ning to release the tape later this year. 

Although a 40-second clip has 
made the rounds on the Internet, Kid 
Rock has filed a lawsuit blocking distri- 
bution of the unabridged version and 
slammed his sexed-up co-star. “He's 
the idiot, and | hold him responsible.” 

Stapp, who was arrested for public 
intoxication at LAX airport a day after 
his February wedding, responded to the 
tape's surprising public resurrection. 
“Obviously someone wants to hurt me 
and doesn't want me to be successful,” 
he said. One of the women in the video 
filed a lawsuit against Stapp and Red 
Light, claiming its release has caused 
“emotional distress." Tony mcCMENAMIN 


TELL USA JOKE 


WHAT DO 
YOU CALL A 
BLACK GUY 
WHO FLIES A 
PLANE? 


A PILOT, YOU 
RACIST, 


36_-These boots are made for walkin'/And that's 
just what they'll do.” 


NEWS 
ROUNDUP 


has 
purchased a home 
near Nashville, 
where he will live 
with his new wife, 
model Karen Elson, 
and their first child, 
due in May. 


have sold the 
home featured 

in their hit MTV 
reality show for 
almost SII million. 
Ozzy described 
the mansion as 
“Beverly Hills’s 
most expensive 
sewer.” 


rocker Ville 
Valo was arrested 
in Helsinki for 
threatening to kill 
his neighbor and 
resisting arrest. 
The Finnish singer 
allegedly threw a 
flowerpot at his 
neighbor's door, 
instigating an 
altercation. 


singers Michelle 
Williams and 

Kelly Rowland 

are embarking on 
television careers 
with appearances 
on UPN’s Half & 
Half and Girlfriends, 
respectively. 
Though their group 
is on indefinite 
hiatus, Rowland 
assures, “Destiny's 
Child will never die,” 


worn!” 


Fay 


a 
a 


“’D RATHER 
EAT MY OWN 
SHIT.” 

ON 


PERFORMING A DUET 
WITH JAMES BLUNT 


IN THE STUDIO 


“THERE'S BEEN 
SOME DRAMA’ 


FOR ALBUM TWO, SYMPHONIC GOTHS 
BATTLE LAWSUITS, EMERGENCY ROOMS AND ... MOZART? 


EVANESCENCE'S AMY LEE has had a 

tough few months. Last September 
her band started recording the follow- 
up to their six-times-platinum Fallen 
without guitarist/chief songwriter Ben 
Moody, who quit in 2003. In November, 
Moody's replacement, Terry Balsamo, 
was rushed to the hospital after suffer- 
ing a stroke caused by a torn neck 
artery. And December brought a flurry 
of lawsuits between Lee and her former 
manager, whom she accused of profes- 
sional negligence and sexual assault. 

“Yeah, there's been some drama,” 
says Lee, 24. "When we started record- 
ing, | was in a pretty dark place—there 
were nights where I'd stand in the back- 
yard, turn up Pink Floyd really loud and 
jump in the pool with my clothes on. It 
was a tearful, rough time.” 

Eventually, though, Lee turned a 
corner and decided to “clip out all the 
black spots" in her life; that's when 
her role as the group's new main song- 
writer began to bloom. "With Ben it was 
always, ‘No, no, that's not commercial 


ALSO IN THE STUDIO 

Indie-rock godfathers : Twin-led pop- 
areat punk outfit 

work on their sixteenth : are at 


studio album, Rather 
Ripped, their follow- 
up to 2004's Sonic 
Nurse. The band are 
self-producing the 
record at Sear Sound 
in NYC. 


: work on their follow- 
i upto 2004's The 

: Chronicles of Life 

? and DeathatL.A.'s 

i Barefoot Studios 

i with producer Eric 

: Valentine. 


enough,'" she says. “It's so liberating 
not to have someone standing over me 
constantly shooting my ideas down." 

For the new record—titled The Open 
Door—she's tossing in some opera solo- 
ing and maybe a Mozart cover. “It's a 
part of the Requiem called ‘Lacrimosa,"” 
Lee says. “In the end it totally gets 
heavy and huge and metal. It's fun! 

“| don't want to insult my first 
record, because | love it," she contin- 
ues. “But | love this 10 times more—it's 
sexier. On the first one | was young and 
small and afraid to express myself. Now 
I'm talking from my true heart—which 
isn't always miserable." Jost ces 


Se eS 
ALL ABOUT OUR RECORD 


Evanescence 


The Open Door, due August 


G-Unit rapper i 
3 is working ; have 


Therapy-happy 


returned to their 
L.A. studio with Rick 
Rubin to record their 
ninth studio album, 
the follow-up to 


with Scott Storch and 
Timbaland at Miami's 
Hit Factory on his 
second solo record. 
50 Cent, Eminem, 


Mobb Deep and Tony 2003's St. Anger, 
? Yayo will appear on which sold more than 
? the album. 1.7 million copies. 


KID ROCK: SPLASH NEWS; STAPP: DIMITRIOS KAMBOURIS/WIREIMAGE.COM; THOMAS: JEFFREY MAYER/WIREIMAGE.COM; LEE: RAFA ALCANTARA; WELLER: SARAH SEYMOUR/FILMMAGIC.COM 
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INTRODUCING NEW CU Sita be 
A SIGNATURE BLEND OF OAK-AGED TEQUILA THAT — 
HAS A SMOOTHER, MORE MATURE TASTE. 


DON’T LET GO. ViVEduerva 


Visit CUERVO.COM + Drink eatin 


BURNER 


| YEAH YEAH YEAHS 
“CHEATED HEARTS?” wrerscope 
(el From the hypnotic intro to the 
wounded romance to the explosive 
payoff, this is “Maps 2006,” 


2 PRINCE 
“BLACK SWEAT” unversat 


He brags that he'll steal your girl- 
(4) iy friend, then proves he still can with 
a sexy, Stuttering electro jam. 


3 FLYLEAF 
“I'M so SICK” OCTONE/J RECORDS 


A\ [i Blistering scrunge-metal from : 
ua Texas—featuring a singer whose voice : 


roars and soars like Avril gone Xtreme, 


4 MATES OF STATES 
“THINK LONG” sarsux 
fe} From two married indie-rockers, a plaintive 
keyboard jam laced with gorgeous yearning, 


5 THERAKES 
“STRASBOURG?” ow maxve 
fa 'S! British garage-rock about getting 


+2) totally hammered in the shadow of the 
Berlin Wall. 


SONG OF THE MONTH 


KT TUNSTALL 
“OTHER SIDE OF THE 
WORLD" revenruessinan 


ile" From a part-Chinese, 

S; is Scottish-born hottie, 

classy, Coldplay-esque pop about 
trying to thaw frozen hearts. 


38_-She wears the leather wear the makeup.” 


SONGS YOU 


MUST-HAVE DOWNLOADS 


SHOULD DOWNLOAD 


THIS MONTH 


7 THEVINES 
“DON'T LISTEN TO THE RADIO” carro 
f The autistic Aussies are back, offsetting 
their trademark grungesplosions with sleek 
new wave and a title that doesn’t bode that well for 
Billboard chart success, 


8 DAMUZICIANZ 
“CAMERA PHONE” nr 
e A rowdy party chant about how, thanks to 
technology, no fly booty need go undocu- 
mented ever again. 


9 ANDY’S VAL GOURMET 
“CHACARRON” wussar 


(1) The most excitingly incomprehensible song 
(4) since “Work It.” 


10 SPANK ROCK 
“BACKYARD BETTY” aicoaos 


| 
iS! sweaty, hornball booty bass chants. 


{1 ROCK KILLS KID 
“PARALYZED?” reanessmerase 
[pl SoCal dudes with painted nails whip up a 
storm of synth-pop and funk—with lyrics, 
strangely, about not moving, 


Highbrow electro experimentalism meets: 


12 GHOSTFACE KILLAH 


“THE CHAMP” oer sam 
i leg) Crack-rap’s greatest storyteller laces 
(h) a fiery Just Blaze beat. 


13 TUMTUM 


“WHOOP UR ASS” jfonuines 
e9 From Dallas, a blaring posse cut that says 
(t) no to gun violence—and yes to beatdowns, 
knuckle sandwiches and ass-whuppins. 


' 4 RIHANNA 


“§.0.S. (RESCUE ME)” oerxm 
e In which the beautiful Caribbeanite samples 
(4) Soft Cell, helms a deliciously weird 
dancehall/new wave hybrid. 


: 15 PEOPLE IN PLANES 


“IF YOU TALK TOO MUCH (MY HEAD WILL 
EXPLODE)” vino ue 
Jangly guitar-rock, possibly about chatting up 
someone who has murderously bad breath. 


| 16 THE STREETS 


“WHEN YOU WASN'T FAMOUS” vice 

es The Brit bard of minutiae raps about how 
(4) » bagging groupies is easy—but bagging 
famous chicas is hard. 


i 


| 17 DABACKWUDZ 


“| DON'T LIKE THE LOOK OF IT” rowor 
es Championed by Dallas Austin, two Georgia 
¢: homeys who shout out oompaloompas and 
make crunky use of an old showtune sample, 


| 18 JAHEIM 


“THE CHOSEN ONE” waaverseos. 


Over swirling soul, R&B's velvety-voiced 
throwback makes like he's on The Bachelor: 
Ghetto Edition. 


19 EAGLES OF DEATH METAL 


“DON'T SPEAK (1 CAME TO MAKE A 
BANG!)” cowvrows 


[ar] (1) Check out the fan-made boobie-tastic 
\ 2) video for this bluesy boogie on YouTube. 


: 20 CHRISTINA MILIAN FEAT. YOUNG JEEZY 


“SAY I” isuano 


es Ms. “Dip It Low” turns the sex down, cranks 
< up this crackling hip-hop soul track. 


ICON KEY 


ey HIPSTERS 


ow AGING 
SUPERSTAR 
POP 


DERRICK SANTINI 


ee 38 SE aT Og ate germane 


IT’S ANYTHING BUT CUTE. 


THE ALL-NEW 2007 DODGE CALIBER STARTING AT $13,985: 172-horsepower 2.4-liter engine with CVT2. MusicGate Power™ 
Boston Acoustics® sound system with swing-down liftgate speakers. Visit dodge.com or call 800-4ADODGE. 


oS 
*Available for order. R/T AWD as shown, 21,085. MSRPs exclude tax. Chrysler Financial 
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“50 


fr, 


WORST 


THINGS EVER 
TO HAPPEN 
TO MUSIC 


SCOTT STAPP. POP-OPERA. THE 


BRAIDED GOATEE. THESE ARE JUST 


A FEW OF THE THINGS EVEN THE 
MOST OPEN-MINDED AMONG US 
CANNOT ABIDE 


BY JOSH EELLS, STEVE KANDELL, CHRIS NORRIS, 


DAVID PEISNER, BRIAN RAFTERY, JAMES SLAUGHTER 


AND JONAH WEINER 


‘eee 
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SGT. PEPPER'S LONELY HEARTS CLUB 
BAND 


Has any record's influence upon music proved 
so malignant? Concept albums, progressive 
rock, BRIAN WILSON’s nervous breakdown, 
baby boomers yammering away about the 
Summer of Love, musicians taking themselves 
more seriously than cancer surgeons—all the 
Beatles’ fault. And is there anyone alive who 
hasn't suffered a collapse of the will to live 
during “When I'm Sixty-Four”? 


HOP-HOP SETS 


Smart rap fans know the drill: As soon as you 
burn a new album, instantly delete any track 
that’s under a minute long. It’s the best way 
to avoid the stupid banter, fake sound effects 
and unfunny phone calls that bog down 95% 
of all hip-hop albums. Except SNOOP’s “Deeez 
Nuuuts” bit. That's classic. 


L? 


Paradise City officially became uninhabitable 

in 1996 when Slash walked out on Axi Rose, 
shattering one of the best, most rewardingly 
volatile relationships in rock history. Not only 
did the split force us to endure Slash's Snakepit, 
but GUNS N’ ROSES became forever an ego- 
tripping punch line, with Axl—stubborn ex that 
he is—running through multiple replacements 
(including Howard Stern lookalike Buckethead) 
in a vain attempt to prove he doesn’t need his 
old partner. 


GB 


In 1967, the ROLLING STONES were forced to 
change a not particularly salacious song to 
protect the tender sensibilities of the American 
television-viewing public. Thirty-nine years 

and one stray Super Bowl breast later, the 
Rolling Stones are forced to change a not 
particularly salacious song to protect the tender 
sensibilities of the American television-viewing 
public. Viva progress! 
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ROOTKITS 


In their desperation to make their new 
releases piracy-proof, Sony Music also 
managed to make them privacy-proof. 
The label was busted last year for 
releasing CDs with copy-protection 
software built in that, when played 

in PCs, could send data from your 
computer to the record company. 


Wk 


ROCK POETS 


Memo to aspiring rock stars: Lyrics 

do not constitute poetry. Neither do 
pedestrian observations your life-coach 
thinks are profound. And despite what 
JIM MORRISON seemed to believe, 
disturbed Freudian ramblings you howl 
while waving your dick around onstage 
are also, alas, not poetry. Please “cc” 
JEWEL, BILLY CORGAN and JEFF 
TWEEDY on this memo. 
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NON-FAKE LESBIANS 


Don't get us wrong—we love lesbians. 
Just so long as they're not playing 
music. From MELISSA ETHERIDGE to 
the INDIGO GIRLS, real-live sapphic 
rock stars are to blame for some truly 
awful trends: earnest coffeehouse 
confessionalism, the Lilith Fair, flannel. 
Now t.A.T.u., on the other hand... 


Le 


SCOTT STAPP 


Although he’s rehabilitated his image in 
recent years by becoming an incorrigible 
drunk and trying to beat up Sil, there’s 
no getting around the music. The fourth- 
generation grunge he’s peddled solo 

and with CREED might be harmless if 

it weren't swathed in quasi-religious 
pomposity and delivered with an 
arrogance that—in light of his musical, 
er, gifts—feels downright delusional. 


} 
Casual Fig 
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I-ron-y (n): Expression 
or utterance marked 
by contrast between 
apparent and intended 
meaning. 


HOUSTON 
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PARROTHEADS 


For millions, JIMMY BUFFETT isn't just 
a guy who writes songs about putzing 
around the Caribbean—he's a shining 
symbol of the “good life.” That so few of 
them will get any closer to this life than 
hanging out in a dank bar called The 
Banana Boat, wearing a Hawaiian shirt, 
sipping a frozen daiquiri and waiting for 
their turn to karaoke “Margaritaville” is 
monumentally depressing. 


NO T 


Yes, yes, we 
know. Jesus. 
You like Jesu 
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GILBERT O’SULLIVAN 


In suing B1Z MARKIE for sampling “Alone 
Again, Naturally,” in his 1991 song “Alone 
Again,” this '70s British novelty twerp 
had a chilling effect on hip-hop's most 
basic musical technique, establishing 

a legal precedent for litigious, hip-hop- 
ignorant tight-asses. The Biz's next 
album: All Samples Cleared! 
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SEAN COMBS IS ... PUFF DADDY 
IS... P. DIDDY IS... DIDDY. 


FREDDIE MERCURY 


Boston Meraici 
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VAN HALEN FIRE 
DAVID LEE ROTH 


34 


VAN HALEN HIRE SAMMY HAGAR 
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VAN HALEN FIRE SAMMY HAGAR 
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VAN HALEN HIRE GARY CHERONE 


3| 
JAZZ FUSION 


It's a rule of thumb that any music that 
uses “jazz” as a prefix will make you 
want to saw your head off in boredom 
(see also: jazz-funk, jazz rap, jazz 
house). But none is as wearying as the 
genre that thought what rock really 
needed was month-long bass solos 
and time signatures Stephen 

Hawking wouldn't understand. 


36 "4 
BRAIDED GOATEES 


It seems so natural. Just grow those 
chin whiskers out a foot, part in the 
middle, and weave pube-like braids! 
Tragically, resultant blood loss to 
the brain knocks 80 points off your 
10, resulting in guttural vocals and 
misspelled band names. 


HOUSTON: A. POLLOCK/BOSTON HERALD TRIBUNE/CORBIS SYGMA; STAPP: PETER ROSS/CORBIS OUTLINE; MERCURY: RICHARD YOUNG/REX USA; GOATEE: CHRIS PIZZELLO/REUTERS/CORBIS 


Dear Ketel One Drinker 
Life is a roller coaster. 

Be careful not to spill your 
drink. 


( THE 50 WORST THINGS To Happen To music ae seesnsesneeen 


POPERA 


SOARING KEY CHANGES! 53-YEAR-OLD GROUPIES! INCESSANT USE OF THE WORD AMORE! BLENDER 
EXPLORES POP-OPERA, THE MOST DISTURBING HYBRID SINCE THE HUMANZEE ay JONAH WEINER 


ANDREW LLOYD 
WEBBER 


The Godfather of Popera, 
he's the man behind The 


Phantom of the Opera, Cats, 
: Jesus Christ Superstar and 


more, His career answers 

the question: What would 
it sound like if Puccini 

jammed with Meat Loaf? 


... during American Idol 
auditions 


Blinded ina childhood 


soccer accident, this 
Tuscan lawyer-turned- 


' tenor elicited angry cries of |: 
: “sellout” from opera purists: 
: on Martha to help her cook. 
: theway, he'ssold more CDs 


when he went pop. Along 


than Pavarotti, 


. in a Bolla Wines TV 
commercial 


Powder-blue Oxford, 
khakis, loafers 


“Sleep and I shall soothe you, 


calm you and anoint you/ 


oh then you'll feel/ 
Everything's all right.” 


bottle, $6,000,000 = 


WINE CELLAR 


“The messiah of the 
middlebrow.” 


Phantom Swarovski crystal 
necklace, $225 


Two. His muse and ex-wife 
Sarah Brightman released 
an Italian version of “My 
Heart Will Go On” in 1998. 


The Queen of England 


i and sings out of tune at least 


White blazer, white shirt, 
gray scarf, loafers 


“Time to Say Goodbye” 


“Look ahead and neverturn =: 
: yourback/On the caress of 
: Myrrh for your hot forehead, : 


your dreams.” 


“Artificial and cloying, like 


“Wooden stage presence 


a quarter of the time.” 


Official satin 


tour cushion, $20 
One. He duets with her on 


1999's “The Prayer.” 


ELIZABETH 
TAYLOR 


Multinational, Simon 
Cowell-Svengalied hunks 
who sing about passionate 
courtships and still wake 
up early enough to appear 


Their fans call themselves 


Divo's Divas. 


.- On the speakers at Olive 
Garden 


Tuxedos, loosened 
bow-ties, loafers 


“Unbreak My Heart 


(Regresa a Mi)” 


“Follow your dreams/Be 
yourself, an angel of 
kindness/There’s nothing 
that you cannot do.” 


: Dress head to toe in Armani : 


“Every element of actual 
personality airbrushed into 
show-biz blandness.” 


Zip-up wine bottle cozy, $25 i 


One. They enlisted her to 
sing on their third album, 
Ancora. 


Martha Stewart 


at OPRAMs 


birthday 


JOSH GROBAN 


Popera’s golden boy. 
Doe-eyed and droidlike, 
this L.A. balladeer was 
discovered at age |7 by 


: adult-contemporary poobah : 
: David Foster. His “You Raise: 
Me Up" is the genre's apex 


and nadir. 


.. Singing 


50th 


Rollneck sweater, 
distressed jeans, loafers 


“You Raise Me Up" 


: “You raise me up, sol can 


stand on mountains/You 
raise me up, to walk on 
stormy seas.” 


actress JANUARY 
JONES 


something left off the 
Titanic soundtrack.” 


Pomegranate-scented 
travel candle, $16 


dress rehearsal for the 
1999 Grammys. 


Dates American Wedding 


Rosie O'Donnell 


CELTIC WOMAN 


Assembled by Riverdance's 
former musical director, 
this group of five Eire-bred 
lasses became soccer- 
mom-circuit stars by 
blending opera with new 
age and Irish trad: Call it 
post-popera! 


.. performing on public 


: television fundraising drives 


Flowing evening dresses, 
flats 


“We're all a part of one 
world/We all can share the 
same dream... if you just 
reach out to me.” 


Own matching NewsHour 
with Jim Lehrer mugs and 
caps 


woman Mt 
live DVD, $19 


One. He sang with her at the Two. Their debut opens with 


pan flutes, which, post- 
Titanic, are synonymous 
with all things Dion. 


PBS programming chief 
Gustavo Sagastume 
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WEBBER: DAN TUFFS/GETTY IMAGES; BOCELLI; CARLO ALLEGRIGETTY WAGES; IL DIVO: MJ KUA/THE PRINCE'S TRUST VIA GETTY WMAGES; GROBAN: MARK SULLIVAN/WIREIMAGE COM: CELTIC 


WOMAN; CELTICWOMAN,COM; BOTTLE: OK IMAGES; JONES: AMY GRAVES/WIREIMAGE.COM; OPRAH: SOREN MCCARTY/WIREWMAGE COM; TAYLOR: GREGG DE GUIRE/WIREIMAGE.COM 


DURITZ: STEWART COOK/REX USA; NELLY: JOHN RICARD; KENNY G.: LYNN GOLDSMTH/CORBIS; DURST: JOE GIRON/CORBIS 
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THE DISAPPEARANCE OF 
INDEPENDENT RECORD STORES 


Sure, the big-chain megamarts save you 
a few dollars. But do their employees 
know you by name? Will they hook 

you up with unexpected new imports? 
Will they ridicule you when you 
mispronounce Sufjan Stevens's name? 
For music geeks, losing the mom-and- 
pop stores is like losing a musty, nerd- 
filled home away from home. 


ci 
“JUKEBOX” MUSICALS 


Why is crowbarring classic-rock songs 
into a play with a “plot” apparently 
written on the back of a matchbook 

so detestable? Not just because the 
results are creaky and insulting—the 
QUEEN-themed We Will Rock You—but 
also because they reveal that the rock 
stars involved don’t care about art, only 
money. And, despite recent high-profile 
flops—Lennon, Good Vibrations—there's 
no end in sight. Coming soon: My 
Humps: The Musical 
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ADAM DURITZ’S fx 
DREADLOCKS 


e5 


TRIBUTE ALBUMS 


Don’t die. If you do, a dozen artists 

who ripped off all your ideas while you 
were alive (and one of whom will almost 
certainly be Sheryl Crow) will record 
overly reverent, roundly uninspired 
versions of your songs for a tribute 
album. This album will be ignored and/or 
quickly forgotten, or will spur a revival in 
your music that you won’t be around to 
enjoy and profit from. 


cl, 


MARK DAVID CHAPMAN 


ej 
wooDSTOCK’'s9 


The lineup was bad enough—a lame 
attempt at multi-culti harmony mixing 
patchouli-soaked pied pipers (RUSTED 
R007) with braindead alpha-males 
(INSANE CLOWN POSSE). When the 
event got going, the second sequel to 
the Summer of Love quickly degenerated 
into an ugly free-for-all of sexual assault, 
arson, ODs—and $6 pizza slices. No 
wonder those ATMs were looted. 
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LISTS THAT REDUCE ROCK 
HISTORY TO A SERIES OF GLIB 
SOUNDBITES 


(Sorry.) 


Kenny G.: “This is — 
my rifle. There are 
many like it, but this” 
one is mine..." 


Nelly: “It's 
both hot and 
uncomfortably 
crowded in 
herre.” 


I6 


REPLACEMENT LEAD SINGERS 


AC/DC's impressive recovery from 
Singer-Vomit-Asphyxiation is the 
exception that proves the rule. If the 
phrase “Van Hagar” fails to convince, 
consider ROCK STAR: INXS and the 
macabre spectacle of Queen fronted by a 
leatherfaced Paul Rodgers. 


cDS 


First, record companies made everyone 
re-buy their entire collections 

on newfangled “compact discs,” 
promising sonic superiority and virtual 
indestructibility. Despite obvious 
drawbacks—ever try to separate seeds 
and stems on a jewel case?—everyone 
ponied up anyway. Then, once this digital 
format became the very means by which 
music could be ripped and distributed 
for free, these same companies cried 
poor. Boo. Hoo. 


1k 
FLORIDA 


Let us be perfectly clear: We are not 
besmirching Florida, the strong African- 
American matriarch of TV's Good 
Times. We are besmirching Florida, 

the Sunshine State, unholy font of the 
BACKSTREET BOYS, 'N SYNC, 

O-TOWN, LIMPBIZKIT, 2 LIVE CREW, 
dangling chads and an army of drum- 
pummeling, grizzly-bear-mimicking 
death-metal bands with names too “evil” 
(i.e., moronic) to mention. A curse upon 
the balmy Southern realm! 
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LIGHT AIRCRAFT 


The first day the music died, it took 
BUDDY HOLLY, RITCHIE VALENS and 
THE BIG BOPPER with it. The next day it 
took country star PATSY CLINE. And then 
JIM CROCE, half of LYNYRD SKYNYRD, 
STEVIE RAY VAUGHAN, JOHN DENVER 
and AALIYAH, There is, it seems, a good 
reason the tour bus is such a popular 
transportation option. 
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THE 50 WORST THINGS To Happen To music 


0 qj PAT BOONE, MICHAEL BOLTON, VANILLA ICE .. 
WHITE FOLKS RUIN EVERTHING. 
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ORIGINAL 1910 


LIFT TO EXPERIENCE > 


™ VERLA 


SINCE 1910 


EST.1910 
BRONX, NEW YOR 


ORIGINAL 1910 


Everlast Original 1910 


Fragrance and Grooming for Men 
www.everlastfragrances.com 


AVAILABLE AT FINE DEPARTMENT STORES 


ES 


NEVERLAND: IAN BARKLEY/GETTY UMAG! 


TY/REX USA: VANILLA ICE: NEAL PRESTON/CORBIS; 


PARKER: RB/REDFERNS/RETNA LTD.; MORRISON: JOE MARQUETTE/JAP PHOTO; MADONNA: 22/NKS/i 


Golfing and wifebeaters? Whatever. 
Multiple babymamas? Hey, do your 
thing. Even the rapping isn't that bad. 
But snatching away our favorite pop 
star—that cannot be forgiven. Two years 
ago, BRITNEY SPEARS was America’s 
sexy sweetheart; then the ex-backup- 
dancer pounced, and it was bye-bye 
“Toxic,” hello diapers and Cheetos. 


“YOU REALLY HAVETOSEE 
THEM LIVE,” 


First heard muttered by a proselytizing 
GRATEFUL DEAD fan sometime around 
minute I3 of the studio version of 
“Terrapin Station, Pt. |,” this reflexive, 
defensive cry has long been used as 

an excuse for the existence of reams of 
irretrievably dull PHISH, WIDESPREAD 
PANIC and MOE. records. If your studio 
albums feel limp compared with your live 
show, don't put them out, 


“COLONEL” 
TOM PARKER 


Meet the Slobodan Milosevic of artist 
management: Before SUGE KNIGHT, LOU 
PEARLMAN or even ALLEN KLEIN came 
the “Colonel”—inventor of ruinously 
exploitative rock management. Getting 
his hooks into ELVIS in 1955, the Dutch 
con man artfully steered the King away 
from making music (which he had 
something of a knack for) and towards 
the likes of Clambake, Kissin’ Cousins, 
Kid Galahad and the 30-odd other 


Hollywood forgettables he made instead 
of recording or touring for most of the 
next decade. 


WHITEY 


There are people who believe that thi 


creature 


For most of us, the Bermuda 
Triangle of morbidity lies between 
the ages of 50 and 53, after which, 
if you dodge cancer, heart disease 
and other bullets, you'll probably 


live for decades. For rock stars, the 


year to fear is 27—the checkout 
date for JANIS JOPLIN, JIMI HENDRIX, 
JIM MORRISON, KURT COBAIN, 

BRIAN JONES and blues legend 
ROBERT JOHNSON among others. 
Honorable mentions to NICK DRAKE 
(at a wizened 26) and TIM BUCKLEY 
(at a boyish 28)—who were, after 
all, eccentric. 


Once the Big Guy gets under an artist's 
skin, the work tends to suffer. AL GREEN 
went from making the sexiest music 
known to man to making gospel albums 
known to nobody. MASE quit hip-hop for 
the ministry, and when he returned, his 
skills didn't come with him. The less said 
about BOB DYLAN's born-again albums 
the better, but the idea of Jehovah's 
Witness PRINCE proselytizing door- 
to-door in purple pumps still brings a 
smile. Esther, née MADONNA, caused 
quite the mishegas by hopping aboard 
Kabbalah's Judaism-meets-New-Age- 
hooey bandwagon. And CAT STEVENS 
loved Islam so much, he named himself 
after it when he converted and then 

quit the music biz in 1979. Silly rock 
stars—you're supposed to be the ones 
being slavishly worshipped! 


or the “blue-eyed devil’—was created 6,000 years ago by an evil scientist 
named Yakub via genetic experimentation on an island called Patmos 
ina... lab or something. These people are music critics. In the first half 

of the ventury, Whitey took the kaleidoscopic music of Louis Armstrong 
and Duke Ellington and begat LAWRENCE WELK and the couldn’t-be-more- 
appropriately-named PAUL WHITEMAN. In the latter, he took Little Richard's 
gender-bendy, crypto-porn shout “Tutti Frutti” and begat its wan, Wonder 


Breaded anathema, PAT BOONE. 


We see the Beast’s essence everywhere. There he is, a beefy blond 
youth in a Von Dutch cap, spilling keg beer as he shifts weight from one 
‘Teva to. another to a Bob Marley song—something he calls “dancing”; 
there he is, performing as MICHAEL BOLTON and VANILLA ICE or singing 
through the narrow, goatecd visage of AJ, MCLEAN. The dreaded character 
George Clinton christened Sir Nose D’Void of Funk has had an anti- 
Midas touch on music for decades now, whether it’s rockers copping the 
sexiness but not the subtlety of the blues in the 40s or lemon-faced mooks 
hijacking hip-hop’s vigor to express the torments of suburban males who 
can't get laid in the ‘90s. White folks: They ruin everything. 


Gravesite 

graffiti: better 
written than most 
Doors lyrics. 


MADONNA'S 
BRITISH ACCENT 


As if convincing countless innocents to 
spend nights crushed into dilapidated 
warehouses, waving glowsticks and 
bouncing along to the same monotonous 
groove wasn’t bad enough, ecstasy also 
taught a generation of dance-music 
auteurs that songwriting was as easy as 
looping a beat, then taking a nap. 


NEVERLAND RANCH 


It's not as though everything was hunky- 
dory for Md before he moved here, But 
somehow, the star’s retreat into a llama- 
stocked, Ferris-wheel-equipped, 2,600- 
acre Southern California funny farm 

in 1988 didn’t help his psyche. WACKO 
JACKO may since have emerged from 
his rustic Xanadu—dangling a baby off 
a balcony here, facing child-molestation 
charges there—and moved to Bahrain, 
but the great pop star he used to be has 
been lost forever in this multimillion- 
dollar shrine to childhood. 


Here's an idea: Let’s have the theme 


song for the world’s biggest and most 
diverse democracy be: !) boring; 2) 
violently militaristic; and 3) next to 
impossible to sing. Not enough? OK, 
now let's bring in ROSEANNE BARR 
to perform. She's too busy? Get me 
WILLIAM HUNG! 


SUGE KNIGHT 


Here's some advice: If SUGE KNIGHT 
offers to bail you out of jail, wait for a 
better offer. After doing this for TUPAC 
SHAKUR, the bullying head of Death Row 
records molded a talented 24-year-old 
rapper into a doomed gangsta cartoon, 
fanned a preposterous coastal rap feud 
(fuck the Bering Strait, too, while we're 
at it!) and steered his young star on a 
confrontational course that ended ina 
bullet-riddled BMW 750. Whether or not 
Biggie Smalls's subsequent murder was 
related, Knight drafted a tragedy hip-hop 
never got over. 


Back in our day, we didn’t have any 

of yer fancy iPods and ringtones and 
downloads. We didn’t have the luxury 
and convenience of your scrotum-rings 
and your World Wide Web logs. When 
we wanted to steal the new URIAH HEEP 
album, we couldn't just troll the Internets 
for it, we had to do it the old-fashioned 
way—by hiking to the store (uphill, both 
ways) and shoving 12” of vinyl under 
our sweaters (which we had to knit 
ourselves). That's why you sniveling 
whipper-snappers don't appreciate the 
real value of music. Or Uriah Heep. Now 
get the hell off our lawn! 
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j BOARDROOM MEETINGS AND FAT CAT SHENANIGANS | 


IS REDEFINING THE TERM 
“FAN CLUB” FOR MILLIONS OF KIDS AND MILLIONS OF BANDS. 
BUT CAN MUSIC’S ONLINE UTOPIA SURVIVE SUCCESS? 


BY MICHAEL JOSEPH GROSS 
PHOTOGRAPH BY DARCY HEMLEY 


MYSPACE 
INVADERS 


concert ended almost two hours ago, and 
the scene in front of West Hollywood’s House of Blues— 
groupies, fans and gawkers, in a tumult of angst and ado- 
ration—looks, at first glance, just like the aftermath of any 
show since rock began. At the heart of this commotion, how- 
ever, sits a vivacious, quadriplegic “20-and-a-half”-year-old 
in a hot pink wheelchair who's reaching for her dream in a 
strange, new way. 

“Ijustwantto meet Pete,” she sighs—meaning Pete Wentz, 
Fall Out Boy’s lyricist and bassist—then grins as if she’s founda 
loophole in reality. “But I have pictures with him already.” 

Having lost the use of her hands in a car accident when she 
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was 16, Crystal Ennis tongues the keypad of her 
fuchsia cellphone to retrieve a snapshot of her 
and Pete locking lips—a souvenir of an experi- 
ence she hasn't had. 

“Crystal's very talented with Photoshop,” 
her friend Destiny says proudly. 

Ennis adds, “It’s on my MySpace page,” 
where it bears a blushing, I’m-not-crazy cap- 
tion: “i kno butihad 2.” 


@o@pe 


HAUSA gO the Inland Empire 
suburb of Perris (“like France, but not’), Cali- 
fornia—and known on MySpace as “stitched- 
upbarbie’—may be the ultimate turn-of-the- 
century fan. Limits of geography and ability be 
damned: She uses technology to connect with 
favorite stars and fellow fans, creating a social 
world that blurs the lines between aspiration 
and intimacy, consumption and community. 

It's painstaking work. Cheerfully, she 
says, “I can type with one pinky knuckle.” 

On a typical day, Ennis reads all of Pete 
Wentz’s online journals (“fueledbyramen, 
com, falloutboyrock.com, friendsorenemies. 
com ...”); checks the message board for Fall 
Out Boy’s fan club, the Overcast Kids; chats 
on AIM with reps from FOB’s label, Fueled 
By Ramen; and spends “all day, from the time 
I get up to the time I go to bed,” on MySpace, 
talking to old friends and making new ones 
who are drawn to her profile, which plays 
Edwin McCain's “I’ll Be” (“... the greatest 
fan of your life”) inan endless loop. The page 
is plastered with pictures (altered and not), 
scans ofautographs, homemade digital band 
flyers, a bedroom-door-style list of “rules” 
(“okno friend collectors i knoim anice thing 
2 collect but no!”) and a blog where, if you 
can brave the syntax and spelling, the story of 
Hilary Duff's onstage concert dedication of 
“Fly” to Ennis might cue your inner violins. 
“Music =life itcan getu threw so much sum- 
times,” she writes. 

MySpace hasn’tjustchanged Ennis’s life; 
it’s changed the whole music industry. Since 
launching in January 2004, MySpace has 
become the world’s largest social network- 
ing site, with 6o million members, many of 
them lured by the lollipop ofa million bands’ 
home pages—abounding with blogs, free 
song downloads and the addictive sensa- 
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tion of personal contact with a rocker. In cer- 
tain circles, MySpace competes with radio as 
the key medium for the promotion and mar- 
keting of music—artists ranging from Neil 
Diamond to Death Cab for Cutie now debut 
songs on the site. “And when you premiere 
your video,” says FOB’s Wentz, “your choic- 
es are MySpace or MTV.” 

At the same time, MySpace has revolu- 
tionized relationships between musicians and 
their fans. It has completely changed the job 
of being a rock star. “You have to have a blog, 
pictures, Q & As, give your thoughts about all 
kinds of stuff, give songs away for free, keep 
up with all the messages coming in, and it all 
has to be kept fresh all the time,” says singer- 
songwriter Andrew McMahon, who fronts 
Geffen band Something Corporate as wellasa 
solo project, Jack’s Mannequin. His voice wilts 
with exhaustion. 

On the other hand, MySpace has also 
redefined the experience of being a fan, 
more or less enforcing universal conscrip- 
tion in the world’s biggest street team. Ask 


ON MYSPACE, THE 
BASICALLY COMMERCIAL 
LINK BETWEEN STAR AND 
FAN GETS BAPTIZED 
AS FRIENDSHIP. 
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Ennis how she feels about her favorite bands, 
and she’s as apt to answer with marketing 
jargon as with goopy sentiment: “I promote 
Pete heavily on MySpace,” she says. “It’s so 
important to get the word out.” 

But is there a difference between loving 
your favorite star and promoting him? 

Apologizing, Ennis says, “I’m not sure 
[ understand the question’—and that’s not 
because she’s stupid; it’s because MySpace 
has madea convincing show of tearing down 
the wall that has always separated buyers 
(fans) from sellers (stars). 


@@@ 
AAU ACE NS understand how MySpace 
revolutionized relationships between stars 


and fans, you have to understand that, strictly 
speaking, there is no “relationship” between 


stars and fans. You can’t love Pete Wentz if 
you don’t know him; you can love only the 
work he’s made. 

The nature of fandom as a fantasy was, 
throughout rock’s first decades, abundantly 
clear. Information was scarce, and the sensa- 
tion of connection with a star was even scarc- 
er. Motley Criie’s Tommy Lee remembers, 
“With my favorite guys—Bowie, Led Zeppe- 
lin—the only thing you had was an album 
cover to stare at for hours.” 

For those who wanted to feel closer, mail- 
order fan clubs offered a magical transac- 
tion. In exchange for a mere money order, 
you became Ace Frehley’s foot soldier: a card- 
carrying, quarterly-newsletter-consuming, 
authentically-signed-poster-owning mem- 
ber of the Kiss Army. Membership’s biggest 
benefit was intangible: It made the fantasy of 
fandom feel a little bit more real. 

Little changed for many years, until the 
Internet matured and evolved tools that, 
it seemed, could build foundations under 
everybody’s castles in the air. Blogging on 
livejournal.com, artists such as Dashboard 
Confessional’s Chris Carrabba pioneered 
what felt like a truly intimate dialogue with 
fans. File-sharing sites like Napster democ- 
ratized music's distribution, freed fans to dig 
for cool songs, and decimated the recording 
industry's cultural authority. 

MySpace combined blogging and file- 
sharing capability—and provided anyone 
with an Internet connection the opportunity 
to build homepages that would help in mak- 
ing “friends.” On MySpace, whether you're 
Crystal Ennis or Fall Out Boy, your page has 
the same basic format, linked to other pages 
in the same way. When stars and fans add 
one another to their friend lists, these links 
appear onscreen as part of their web of con- 
nections. The basically commercial link 
between star and fan gets baptized as friend- 
ship—and photos of these “friends” show up 
on your page at about the size of a Ralph Lau- 
ren Polo pony. 

Top MySpace bands tend to be pop-punk 
and emo subspecies: empath rock like FOB, 
Good Charlotte and My Chemical Romance, 
appealing to the kind of O.C.-sensitive kids 
most likely to pour out their hearts to their 
computers. These acts’ ascendance has influ- 
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enced the industry as a whole. Desperate-to- 
be-cool A&R guys now use friend-list tallies 
to measure aspiring bands’ sales potential. 
“This suit told me he'd just signed a band, like, 
‘They've got 50,000 friends on MySpace!’ and 
I was like, “Yeah, great, dude, '” says Andrew 
McMahon. 

Musicians don’t sell stuffon MySpace, but 
every click and download adds up to a stream 
ofmarketresearch. Adam Samiljan, director of 
online promotions for Fueled By Ramen, runs 
FOB’s MySpace page. “It’s an easy way to get 
instant response,” he says, “and learn which 
tour dates, which songs, which merch works 
best for the band.” 

MySpace has been mostcanny, perhaps, in 
providing the Internet’s best mimic of the way 
music functions in fans’ everyday lives. You 
love your favorite band not because of who they 
are, but because of how they help you under- 
stand and express who you are, and who you 
could be—and because identifying with them 
lets you connect with other people who see the 
world in roughly the same way. 

In that spirit, MySpace fandom—joining 
groups, adding friends, posting comments, 
ranking and forwarding profiles—blurs the 
distinction between expressing your own per- 
sonality and basking in a star's. It’s the most 
convincing virtual expression of the age-old 
imaginary relationship between celebrity and 
fan: So convincing, for some, that it creates 
false expectations. 

“MySpace erased a line,” says Pete Wentz, 
a couple of hours before he takes the stage at 
House of Blues. “It’s like, all ofasudden you're 
my quote-unquote friend? That's really load- 
ed. We have 750,000 ‘friends,’ and somebody 
comes up tome, like’"—he drops his chin, black 
bangs fallingin his eyes, and growls ina psycho 
voice—“‘Whoa. Why didn’t youadd me?’ 

“A lot of the time,” Wentz continues, 
“you're this shoulder to cry on, likea Dr. Phil.” 
He squirms with self-contradiction. “But it 
also works the other way. I write cathartic 
things on there.” 

Two nights later, after Fall Out Boy lose to 
John Legend for Best New Artistatthe Gram- 
mys, Wentz’s falloutboyrock.com journal 
entry concludes: 

“get back to my room and light up the 
computer to see your q&a. that changed 
everything. the first four pages were filled 
with responses about how much you love 
us and support us no matter what- people 
defending us- telling us not to give up. amaz- 
ing. you changed my night.” 

Like most rock stars, Wentz, who's 26, 
started as a fanboy—Circus magazine, the 
Misfits’ Fiend Club, sending self-addressed, 
stamped envelopes in letters to Guns N’ 
Roses, the Cure and Morrissey. “You'd get 
back something like, ‘Thanks for being part 
of this .... There was way more separation: 
You are here, and they are there. You never 
felt like you were on the same level.” 

Back at the House of Blues, Mike Rogers, 
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MTV WHA? RADIO WHO? HERE ARE FOUR UNSIGNED ARTISTS wuo've 
BUILT MILLION-STRONG FOLLOWINGS, ONE MYSPACE FRIEND AT A TIME 


TILA TEQUILA 
FILE UNDER: SILICON-POP 


On MySpace, there are plenty of unsigned hotties 
who wear baby dolls, fill their pics page with 

booty shots and post songs—but none is a bigger 
phenomenon than this 24-year-old Stuff covergirl, 
who boasts more than 27 million page views. 
That’s right: almost half as many people as voted 
for W in 2004. Her over-caffeinated dance-rock 
songs are about female empowerment through 
sexuality—but you knew that from the photos. 
myspace.com/tilatequila 


J.C. CANNEGIETER 
FILE UNDER: UN-EMO 


MySpace is a haven for sensitive emo boys toting 
around their insecurities—making the site's most 
popular unsigned act the odd dude out. This 
babyfaced rapper-crooner’s motto, heard on one 
charming song, is “Hit it like a pro, then it's time to 
go.” The ladies don’t seem to mind. “Your a really 


one of the more than 4,000 people who visit 
Cannegieter's page daily. 
Major labels want him, he 
says, but “I have turned 
down a lot of ... money ‘cause 
| wasn’t gonna sell out.” The 
libido of LL Cool J... with the 
principles of Kurt 
Cobain, 


myspace.com/ 
numberthater 


Tila Tequila: 
“The secret 
to martial 
arts is total 
concen—hey! 
Eyes up 
here!" 


[ MYSPACE ] 


JEFFREE STAR 
FILE UNDER: TRANNYCORE 


“I'm a MAKEUP ARTIST. I'm a RAPPER. I'ma 
PRINCESS. AND I'm the BADDEST bitch in this 
game.” This Hollywood gender-bender looks 

like Marilyn Manson dressed up as Lil’ Kim for 
Halloween—and that’s pretty much what Star 
sounds like, too, prattling on about his/her desire 
for cunt over minimal electro beats. Star has 
nearly 200,000 friends, proving News Corp. may 
own MySpace, but it ain't quite Fox News yet... 
myspace.com/jetfreestar 


LEX 
FILE UNDER: IVY LEAGUE BLING 


Collegially speaking, this beefcake Los Angeles 
MC is the anti-Kanye: His profile—nearly 700,000 
views strong—includes his Harvard graduation 
photo. But he’s not some bookish, overarticu- 

late goon. His songs—about living near Ashton 
Kutcher, borrowing “his mom's whip” and serving 
ladies fresh-squeezed 0.J. so good “it’s like fore- 
play”—balance irony with genuine skill. 
myspace.com/lexlifemusic 

JONAH WEINER: 
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[ MYSPACE ] 


MySpace founders Tom Anderson, 
left, and Chris DeWolfe. 


the 20-year-old singer of a San Diego emo 
group called Stripped Down Hollywood, is 
working after hours to eliminate that distance 
between here and there. Behind the wheel of 
his Nissan Pathfinder, wearing a turquoise 
snowboarding beanie that’s covered with tas- 
sels, he leans out the window and hands his 
CDs to FOB’s lingering fans. 

Inthe pastyear, Stripped Down Hollywood 
has been buildinga fan base by buildinga friend 
list—5,360 and counting—mostly by going 
through the friend lists of bands whose sound 
they resemble (FOB, Panic! At the Disco, the 
All-American Rejects) and sending notes ask- 
ing kids to check them out. “If1 talk to some girl 
on MySpace, she'd mosilikely go to her friends 
and say, ‘Oh my god, these guys are so nice, 
they'll talk to you,” Rogers says. “MySpaceisan 
oasis for kids that live in the middle of nowhere, 
and they're so happy if you just give thema sen- 
tence back.” His voice sounds as sweetas Oreos 
and ice-cold milk, and serves as areminder that 
being sold can be the same as being smitten. 
“We like to talk to them, because they’re usu- 
ally really cool.” 


i os 


UT ST ed ti of its new owner, Rupert 


Murdoch’s News Corp.—which purchased 
MySpace's parentcompany lastyear for $580 
million—MySpace will soon launcha mobile 
version of the site, a satellite radio channel 
and overseas expansions. “We're trying to fig- 
ure out what to do about China,” says CEO 
Chris DeWolfe, who co-founded the company 
with Tom Anderson, its president. This year 
brings the MySpace record label's first joint 
release with Interscope (from a heavy metal/ 
hip-hop band called Hollywood Undead, who 
have never performed live). Also on the draw- 
ing board: an overhauled instant-messaging 
service, and possibly Internet phone calls and 
a search engine. 

As MySpace morphs into a “lifestyle 
brand”—and a portal site, to compete with 
Yahoo! (the only website that beats MySpace 
for page views)—its founders say music 
remains central to their plans. Anderson says 
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“You da man!” “No, you da man!”: 
Dashboard Confessional's Chris Carrabba, 
left, with Anderson. 


that MySpace offers music fans something 
unprecedented and compelling: “A sense 
that the band is always with you, no matter 
where they are in the commercial sales cycle, 
regardless of whether they're being promot- 
ed by the powers of the industry.” 

DeWolfe adds, “They release an album, 
and that is perishable. A MySpace relation- 
ship is not perishable. It goes on forever.” 

But as MySpace continues its explosive 
growth, some skeptics wonder how long the 
company can stay popular with young users 
who've been key to its success. Others ask 
how News Corp. might use the trove of price- 


“MYSPACE IS FOX 
NEWS NOW,” SAYS FALL 
OUT BOY’S PETE WENTZ. 
“IT DOESN'T MATTER AS 
MUCH AS IT USED TO.” 


less information about consumer preferenc- 
es contained in MySpace user profiles. 

Oedipally, Pete Wentz blurts, “MySpace 
is Fox News now,” then backtracks. “I think 
they try to maintain some kind of credibility. 
But what I see is that MySpace doesn’t matter 
as muchas itused to. Peopleare finding alter- 
natives—friendsorenemies.com [a sarcastic, 
confrontational networking site] and buzznet 
[a photo and video journal site].” 

Tom Anderson swats the naysayers like 
flies. “Two hundred and thirty thousand peo- 
ple signed up yesterday,” he says over lunch 
near the MySpace headquarters in Santa 
Monica. “The number just keeps skyrocket- 
ing.” Has there been any user blowback from 
the News Corp. purchase? “Honestly, nobody 
gives a fuck,” he replies. 

Blender’s conyersations with MySpace 
users confirm Anderson's impression: A gen- 
eration that keeps journals where anyone can 
read them doesn’t give a rip who keeps track 
of the CDs and sweatshirts they buy. When 
MySpace users criticize the company, they’re 
more likely to lament the way it’s speeding 


Rupert Murdoch: For the kids. 


stardom’s life cycle and making it impossible 
to keep your favorite band a secret from the 
whole world. 

Erik Ahad, a16-year-oldin Paramus, New 
Jersey, blamed MySpace for making FOB 
almost unbearably successful. (“I know Pete 
misses how it used to be. Playing with, like, 
nobody in front of him.”) Luke Wood, A&R 
exec for Interscope, who oversees the partner- 
ship with MySpace's music label, points out 
that “part of adolescent identity is otherness, 
and you don’t feel like another when you're 
one of everyone.” Nevertheless, he notes, 
MySpace is large enough to offer almost infi- 
nite choices for the determined outsider like 
Erik—who's found a smaller band to love, 
October Fall. 

But Erik’s voice breaks with anguish: Now 
October Fall's exploding on MySpace, too, and 
pretty soon, “I’m just gonna be another kid to 
them. That's gonna be horrible. That's why 
I'm trying to get as close as I can right now. So 
maybe I can beremembered.” 


Pep 


EEO of Blues, as at the end of every 

Fall Out Boy show, the band perform “Sat- 
urday,” and their bodyguards and manag- 
er pick up Pete Wentz and hold him in the 
air, just below stage level, jutting out into 
the crowd. The kids rush forward, their ritu- 
al flurry of fingers covers his body and, later 
this same night, those same fingers type the 
story of the show on dozens of keyboards in 
dozens of bedrooms in dozens of suburbs in 
the Southland. 

The next morning, Crystal Ennis—who 
gave up waiting for Pete at 1:35 A.M., when 
her friend Destiny had to drive them back 
to Perris—will read the stories on the mes- 
sage boards and MySpace blogs. Alone with 
her computer, in the glow that blinks almost 
imperceptibly as she surfs from page to page 
to page, she'll tell herself she’ll have another 
chance at the next show—“It’s only a month 
away!”—and in the meantime, there’s always 
Photoshop, for acting out the newest version 
of her old, elusive dream. [ossen] 
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Dear Superstar 


AT THE CHURCH OF MARY, ROLEXES ARE 
RIGHTEOUS AND GAY MEN CAN “GET 
DOWN” ANY WAY THEY PLEASE. AMEN! 


BY ANN POWERS 
PHOTOGRAPH BY TERRY RICHARDSON 


BP Say myselfa part ofblackhis- 


tory,” says hip-hop royal Mary J. Blige, 35, 
arriving for our interview incognito in leop- 
ard-print headwrap and shades at classic 
Beverly Hills haunt the Polo Lounge. “Since 
1991, I’m still doing this and I’m successful. 
And I haven't hurt anyone in the process.” 

Those who've felt the lash of Blige’s 
notorious tongue might disagree. Sure, 
she’s now happily wed to producer Kendu 
Isaacs and riding the platinum wave of her 
seventh studio release, The Breakthrough, 
which enjoyed the best sales of her career, 
with nearly 800,000 copies snapped up in 
the first seven days. But as she sips her cap- 
puccino and considers your questions, she’s 
still feisty on subjects like her own family 
(“It’s doing the world good to hear those sto- 
ries,” she says of being open about her fam- 
ily’s cycle of abuse), oversensitive staffers 
(“She hurt my feelings’—get over it! I’m pay- 
ing you!”) and Vibe magazine, whose recent 
cover portrait, Blige insists, was unflatter- 
ingly altered (“It felt like sabotage!”). Testi- 
ness and truth-telling, the twin engines of 
Blige’s legend, still drive her. 

What she’s gained since she found Jesus 
and beat addiction, Blige says, is self-love. 
That’s notjust talk: Her hard-earned sense of 
compassion shines through. At first she’s all 
business, hands folded in her lap as if she’s 
at a job interview. But soon enough she’s 
throwing down as only a definitive diva can. 
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[ MARY J. BLIGE ] 


MARY, YOU'RE A DEVOUT CHRISTIAN. HOW DO YOU 
RECONCILE BLING WITH GOD? 
JOHN214, COLORADO SPRINGS, CO 


My God is a God who wants me to have 
things. He wants me to bling! He wants me 
to be the hottest thing on the block. I don’t 
know what kind of God the rest of y'all are 
serving, but the God I serve says, “Mary, you 
need to be the hottest thing this year, and 
I’m gonna make sure you're doing that.” My 
God’s the bomb! 


WHAT'S YOUR FIRST MEMORY? 
LLOLIPOP, BEAVERTON, OR 


FrankenBerry strawberry-flavored cereal. 
Having it for breakfast as a little kid. This 
was before we moved to Westchester; we 
were living in the Bronx—I had to be around 
4. We didn’t like Count Chocula! We only 
liked FrankenBerry. 


WHEN YOU WERE A TEENAGE HAIRDRESSER, WHAT 
WAS YOUR SPECIALTY 'DO? 
MGREENIe2, NEW YORK CITY 


Box braids. Braiding came naturally to me. 
I watched my mother do it as a child, and I 
was like, OK, that’s easy. Itseemed like it was 
common sense. And now sometimes | still 
have to do my own hair, You don’t always get 
ahair stylist on the road. 


WHO CROWNED YOU THE QUEEN OF HIP-HOP SOUL? 
BREAKBEATDAN, LAS VEGAS 


The community, the streets, the radio. The 
campaign that went out with my firstalbum 
was a T-shirt and it had the phrase on the 
back. But I was already solidified because of 
the Strictly Business soundtrack with my first 
hit, “You Remind Me,” on there. 


ARE YOU THE TYPE OF GIRL WHO STAYS IN TOUCH 
WITH YOUR EXES? 
HMSTHOMSON, ATLANTA 


No. Totally not. No use for that. 


HOW IS YOUR RELATIONSHIP WITH KENDU'S 
KIDS? ARE YOU A STRICT STEPMOM OR MORE OF A 
SPOILER? 

TINATRIXS53, CHARLESTON, WV 


I’m both. They have to be disciplined, but we 
have fun. I’m a cartoon freak, so we can get 
a movie and tune into that together. Or we'll 
watch Nickelodeon. Danny Phantom, the 
one about the boy who's half ghost, they love 
that show. I find that in these shows there’s 
often a lesson for everybody, and I’ll explain 
it to the kids. And they're like, “Wow, Danny 
Phantom is good for us?” I say yes! 


DO YOU APPROVE OF GAY MARRIAGE? AND DID 
YOU SEND YOUR FRIENDS ELTON JOHN AND DAVID 
FURNISH A GIFT? 

COSMO4GEORGES, BOSTON 


Gay marriage is not for me to judge. I didn’t 
send Elton and Davida gift because we were 
so busy in Europe that I couldn't even get 
around to it. I did send them a congratula- 
tions. We love them. Elton’s not judgmen- 
tal toward us and we're not judgmental 
toward him because of how he chooses to 
get down. 
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“MARY J. BLIGE HAS 


GIVEN BLOOD.) 


YOU TOTALLY SHREDDED SINGING “ONE” WITH U2 AT 
THE GRAMMYS. WHAT DO YOU MAKE OF THAT SONG'S 
MESSAGE? 

WIREWALKERBOB, EVANSTON, IL 

Bono wrote an incredible record. | don’t 
think he even understands how powerful it 
is. It's what we are right now. After 9/u, and 
the tsunami, and Katrina, we bond together. 
And then we separate once we think it’s OK. 
We need to remember that all races, all lev- 
els of life, gay, straight, mental, sane, we're 
all one and we help each other. We're like a 
chain. It’s hard when you live ina separated, 
selfish world. But the lyrics to that song— 
if you step out of yourself, that’s what you 
want to believe. 


WHAT ARTIST DO YOU ADMIRE THAT MIGHT SURPRISE 
ME? 

DUMPLINGDUNKER, ENCINO, CA 

Hall and Oates. “Sara Smile.” I didn’t know 
they were white boys when I first heard 
them, just like I didn’t know George Michael 
was a white boy at first. Oh, and one of my 
favorite songs is “Dreams” by that girl with 
the rough voice ... Stevie Nicks. 


Top: Nina Simone, 1964; left: 
Blige with husband Kendu 
Isaacs at an AIDS benefit in 
2005; right: George Michael—a 
“white boy" despite Mary's first 
impression—in 1968 


| READ THAT YOU'RE GOING TO STAR IN A NINA 
SIMONE BIOPIC. WOULD YOU EVER WRITE ANYTHING 
AS EXPLICITLY POLITICAL AS “MISSISSIPPI 
GODDAM"? 

JAMESJENNINGS3340, INDIANAPOLIS 


You know, I think that was Nina’s job, and 
if it is my job, I won't have to think twice. It 
will be the time. As politically strong as Nina 
was, I’m that strong about speaking candid- 
ly and publicly about how we can get free 
from emotional bondage and anger. That 
might be my job. 


HOW DID YOU GET OFF DRUGS? DID YOU GOT TO 
REHAB, ATTEND MEETINGS, GO COLD TURKEY? WHAT 
WAS YOUR METHOD? 

ALEXMJGOLDBERG, ANN ARBOR, MI 


My method was just to quit. 1 prayed about 
it first, and asked God to help me. | prayed 
for the desire, the taste for it all, to be moved. 
I wanted to get better. I was smoking ciga- 
rettes with all that other stuff, and I said to 
myself, I’m going to lose my voice. As for 
how | gave up specific things, it went from 
one to the next. Something heavier, then 
something lighter, then something lighter, 
until the whole thing stopped. And then I 
knew, OK, it’s done. 


YOUR DAD LEFT YOUR FAMILY WHEN YOU WERE 
REAL YOUNG. WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU SPOKE 
TO HIM? 

TAICHIKING, SANTA FE, NM 


Last week, actually. You know the thing 
about my dad? He understands my mission. 
He told me, “I see you. Keep doing what 
you're doing. You're helping a lot of people.” 
That means a lot to me. I know he’s trying to 
help others by letting people know that he 
wasn’t there for me. I loved him as a child, 
and I could see myself in him. I would hang 
onto his leg when he left. That love is now 
coming back because he’s big enough to say, 
[ understand. 


SIMONE: BERNARD GOTFRYD/HULTON ARCHIVE/GETTY IMAGES; BUGE: JANE MCCARTHY/WIREIMAGE.COM; MICHAEL: DAVE HOGAN/HULTON ARCHIVE/GETTY IMAGES 
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[ MARY J. BLIGE ] 


WHO WOULD YOU LIKE TO WORK WITH BUT HAVEN'T 
YET? 

PURPLEBUTTONPUSHER, FRIENDSWOOD, TX 

Kanye West. I continue to say this, and it’s 
nota joke. I just think the guy is really talent- 
ed and I feel everything he does. What I love 
about Kanye is that he doesn’t care what peo- 
ple think abouthim. You have to respect that. 
He doesn’t do trends. He does him. 


DOES IT EVER MAKE YOU FEEL 
STRANGE TO WATCH AMERICAN IDOL? 
YOU'RE OBVIOUSLY A BIG INFLUENCE 
ON MANY CONTESTANTS. 
FOUREYES4LIFE, GAINESVILLE, FL 


Yeah, I guess it’s weird, in a 
way. If you're looking at it from 
a judgmental standpoint and 
expecting so much from them, 
it’s going to bother you. But if 
you're wishing the best for all of 
them, it won't. Simon’s mean, 
but I honestly think that in some cases he’s 
dead on. Some people just don’t like to hear 
the truth. 


WHAT WAS THE BEST PIECE OF ADVICE YOU HAVE 
EVER RECEIVED? 

VERASKID, BUFFALO, NY 

The best advice was from Chaka Khan, some- 
one I truly love, when she told me to get out 
of my own way. She said that to me the first 
time I ever met her. I guess she’d been watch- 
ing me. I didn’t understand it then, but I love 
her to this day for it. She was right. 


WHAT WAS THE SINGLE HARDEST DAY OF YOUR LIFE? 
EDWINMATTHISONTWO, BOISE, ID 


The second day of not drinking. I just prayed 
and hada ginger ale. 


OF ALL THE FLEDGLING MARYS OUT THERE, WHO DO 
YOU THINK IS THE WORTHIEST INHERITOR? 
SIMONHATER, PRINCETON, NJ 


There are so many inheritors, I can’t say just 
one. But I’ve never mentored a younger art- 
ist, because I can never get close enough to 
them. The thing is, half of them don’t even 
like me. When I love people, I tell them— 
when I met Aretha, or Chaka, for example. 
You never hear me speaking negative. In 
that sense, none of the new singers are wor- 
thy. Because they don’t respect anybody like 
that. Mary J. Blige has given blood. Aretha 
has given blood. Whatare you giving? You're 
giving people a hard fucking time. 


WHAT'S THE MOST DIVA-ISH DEMAND YOU'VE EVER 
MADE? ROOMFUL OF WHITE ORCHIDS? NO GREEN 
M&M'S? 

FUTUREFARMER66, KNOXVILLE, TN 

“Where's my humidifier?!” If that’s diva, 
then fine. It helps me to do a better show for 
all these people paying to see me. And if it’s 
notin my dressing room, somebody's going 
to get fired at the end of the night. 


WHAT IS THE SADDEST SONG YOU SING? 
HARLEYQUEEN34, APPLETON, Wi 


It would have to be “Your Child.” A man 
denying his own child, it hurts really, really 
bad. And it happens all too often. 


Sista 2 Sista, left, as Mary embraces 
her hero, Chaka Khan, in 2003, Above, 
Kanye demands to know who just called 
him “Carlton.” 


YOU'VE DEVELOPED SOME SERIOUS ABS. DESCRIBE 
YOUR DAILY WORKOUT REGIMEN. 
GOLDIEJMILLER, LOUISVILLE, KY 


Five days out of the week, I exercise. I try 
to do two days of cardio and the rest is cal- 
isthenics and weights. I don’t like to do aero- 
bics, because I really like to understand what 
the pain is when it does kick in. If you're 
doing aerobics, it’s kind of fun, you're get- 
ting a workout, but there’s too many peo- 
ple around. You can’t really focus. When the 
pain kicks in, you don’t wanna deny it; you 
wanna push through it. 


WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE TATTOO AND WHY? 
4CORNERSCASSIE, PROVO, UT 


Probably the two angels on my back, the soul- 
mates. Because at a time in my life when I 
didn’t have anyone and I was done with every- 
thing, I said, I’m gonna put this on my back 
because | think this will draw the person to 
me that I want to be in my life. And apparent- 
ly it did. A couple years later, I was like, oh 
man, this stuff works! 


WHAT DO YOU SPEND TOO MUCH MONEY ON? 
TASTE4COCO, PLYMOUTH, NH 


Shoes. Especially boots. It doesn’t matter 
who they're by, ifthey’re an incredible pair of 
shoes, I gotta have them. I really can’t count 
the number of pairs I have. 


WHAT WAS IT ABOUT THAT VIBE MAGAZINE COVER 
THAT PISSED YOU OFF? 
RONNIEMARSFAN, SILVER CITY, NM 


It was altered. I’d go to court with that. The 
Polaroid I had looked nothing like that pic- 
ture. And it’s not like they altered itin a good 
way. It was like they were trying to destroy 
me! It hurt my heart. 


WOULD YOU EVER THINK OF GOING INTO THE 
MINISTRY? 
DONNYDONNA, HARTFORD, CT 


I’m working towards getting my life togeth- 
er. I don’t know what God’s going to call me 
to do. I have to first walk the walk I have. Who 
am I to tell people what they need to do? I’m 
still figuring that out myself. [s»0=) 


WEST; CLAY PATRICK MCBRIDE/RETNA LTD.; BLIGE: KEVIN WINTER/GETTY IMAGES 
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DRINK TOO MUCH AND YOU’LL REGRET IT. SO DON’T. 
KNOW WHEN TO DRAW THE LINE - DRINK RESPONSIBLY. 


The Greatest Songs Ever 


THE BEATLE 


TICKET 


TO RIDE 


THE HIT THAT PRESAGED THE BEATLES’S WIGGIER YEARS... 
WAS ALSO A SECRET ODE TO GERMAN PROSTITUTES? 
BY JOHNNY BLACK // PHOTOGRAPH BY HARRY BENSON 


HOOKERS? ACID TRIPS? 
A day at the seaside? 
Exactly what inspired John 
Lennon to write “Ticket 
to Ride” is one of the last 
unsolved Beatles myster- 
ies—although it really shouldn't be too diffi- 
cult to figure out. After all, the song isn’t one 
of Lennon’s surrealistic mind-blowers like, 
say, “I Am the Walrus,” in which couplets like 
“Sitting on a cornflake/ Waiting for the van to 
come” were written deliberately to screw with 
fans’ minds. “Ticket to Ride,” in starkcontrast, 
seems perfectly normalat first listen. “I think 
I’m gonna be sad, I think it’s today,” Lennon 
intones, going on to explain, “The girl that’s 
driving me mad is going away.” The mystery 
kicks in when he reveals that, “She's got a 
ticket to ride, but she don’t care.” Even now, 
40 years later, nobody can agree on exactly 
what a “Ticket to Ride” was. 

Clocking in at three minutes and five sec- 
onds, the Beatles’ ninth U.K. single and sev- 
enth consecutive British No. 1 was the group's 
first track to lastlonger than three minutes. It 
was also their first attempt to create a studio 
recording with the same visceral impact as a 
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fully amped-up rock band playing live. Len- 
non described it as “one of the earliest heavy 
metal records” ever made. 

The Beatles’ music publisher, Dick 
James, remembered Lennon mentioning 
the song during rehearsals fora series of Bea- 
tles Christmas shows in London’s Hammer- 
smith Odeon in late December 1964. Len- 
non told him, “There's a title I've got in mind 
which I can’t get rid of—‘She’s Gota Ticket to 
Ride.” James liked the phrase, seeing it as a 
novel way of saying goodbye, and encouraged 
Lennon to work on it. 

Paul McCartney later revealed that they 


SONG “Ticket to Ride” 

ARTIST The Beatles 

LABEL U.K.: Parlophone; U.S.: Capitol 
PERFORMERS John Lennon guitar, vocals; Paul 


McCartney bass, guitar, vocals; George Harrison 
guitar, vocals; Ringo Starr drums 


PRODUCER George Martin 
CHART DEBUT April 19, 1945 (U.S,) 
HIGHEST CHART POSITION 1 


had completed the song in a three-hour ses- 
sion at Lennon’s home, and suggested that 
the title was a pun about traveling on the Isle 
of Wight ferry, which docked at the town of 
Ryde. This was possible, because they did 
have friends on the island and had visited 
them not long before. 

The journalist Don Short, who had hung 
out with the Beatles on several occasions, 
offered a much more salacious origin for the 
phrase dating back to 1961, when the band 
were learning their craft in the nightclubs of 
Hamburg, Germany, where prostitution was 
legal. Short claimed that Lennon had told 
him that Hamburg’s prostitutes required 
a card, a work permit from the city author- 
ities; otherwise they could not ply their trade. 
A “ride” was common British slang for sex, 
and so, in this view, a “ticket to ride” takes on 
a raunchier aspect. 

Recorded on February 15, 1965, at EMI's 
Abbey Road Studio in London, “Ticket to 
Ride” enlivened the Alpine skiing sequenc- 
es in their second movie, Help! It secured the 
Beatles three weeks at No. 1 in their home- 
land but just one week in America, a rela- 
tively poor performance due, perhaps, to the 
song’s weird soup of hypnotically chiming, 
droning guitars, stuttering drums and con- 
trasting vocal textures that, in the context 
of the 196s charts, was far ahead of its time. 
Some later critics have reasoned that this was 
probably because it was the Beatles’ first LS D- 
influenced track, which makes perfect sense, 
except that they didn’t encounter the drug 
until late March. 

A more convincing explanation for the 
change in sound is that McCartney, normal- 
ly their bassist, was playing lead guitar, and 
he also directed Ringo so much that Lennon 
later claimed, “Paul's contribution was the 
way Ringo played the drums.” 

“Ticket to Ride” is a watershed single, the 
moment when the Beatles moved from cud- 
dly mop-tops to strange and interesting sonic 
explorers. So it’s fitting that it carries an enig- 
ma at its core—the first Rosebud in a cata- 
logue of many. 

The song has lived on in covers by the Car- 
penters and Minnesota punks Hiisker Dii. 
“It'sa fun one for people to sing along with— 
just four chords swinging back and forth,” 
says Hiisker Dii mainman Bob Mould. For 
his part, Mould believes the song’s sleazi- 
er myth. “Having been in Hamburg in the 
past few months, I’d go with the prostitutes 
interpretation,” he laughs. “That's still a real 
funky town.” [soe] 
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PUMA SUEDE LAUNCH PARTY 


On February 18, 2006, PUMA and Blender 

joined forces to celebrate the return of 5 : 
the PUMA Suede, one of the most iconic i ~ 
and classic sneakers in PUMA's archive. The “2 
event, which took place during NBA's All-Star  [GEIR-EISs7 
Weekend, was hosted by legendary King 

of Style and former basketball player Walt 

“Clyde” Frazier and Ludacris, the star of the 

brand's new PUMA Suede campaign. 

More than 200 tastemakers and industry 

insiders enjoyed the tunes provided by 

DJ GT, cocktails provided by Veuve Cliquot 

and displays of PUMA memorabilia from 


the past four decades. 
pe er 


The new PUMA Suedes 


Party atmosphere ; Archival PUMA shoe displays 


Photos courtesy of Wirelmage 


EAD 


— UNpimp | 
— theauto— 


s 


theoriginalhothatch- theoriginalpocketrocket-callitwhatyouwant--the 
| carthatstarteditallisheretocleanthingsup- sayhellototheturbocharged 
| torquedoutwoundup200hpGTIMkV_ pretunedbygermanengineers 


intheinterestofspeedthisadhasbeenengineeredwithouthindranceslikepunctuationorspaces -©2006volkswagenofamerica~ 


sportsuspension 


dualclimatecontrol 


victorylapsteeringwheel 


tiptronic® 


paddleshifting 


é6airbags 


directshiftgearbox 


electronicstabilizationprogram 


roadsideassistance 


vwfeatures.com 


SEE EXCLUSIVE PICS OF 
THE 


WORLD'S GREATES! 
RUG N Gu HULL DANU 


VIG A) 


ARCTIC MONKEYS 


DAILY NEWS BLOG 
CONCERT REVIEWS 
VIDEOS 
BCONTESTS 

TOUR INFO & MORE! 


Fy 
| 


fe | 


PLUS THOUSANDS MORE PHOTOS AND VIDEOS OF YOUR FAVORITE ARTISTS @BLENDER.COM 


WHAT IS THAT JAPANESE GUY SAYING AT 

THE BEGINNING OF MISSY ELLIOTT’S “GET UR 
FREAK ON"? 

ALISON AYERS, BOONE, NORTH CAROLINA 

Hint: It's not a recipe for shrimp tempura. 
Interpreted loosely, the phrase amounts to 
something like, "Everybody start dancing 
kinda fucked up and make some noise!” In 
other words, get your freak on. Which makes 
a lot more sense than the literal translation: 
“Beginning this moment, all the people moving 
your bodies with big excitement, shout loudly! 
Shout loudly!” 

While we're on the subject, there's a bit of 
controversy surrounding “Freak"’s origins. In 
an interview, the frontman for scatological NYC 
rap-punks Mindless Self Indulgence hinted that 
“Freak"'s erratic beat and blippy effects were 
unusually similar to several tracks from an 
MSI album called Frankenstein Girls Will Seem 
Strangely Sexy. The charmingly named singer 
Little Jimmy Urine insisted it took “hundreds" 
of listens before he was finally satisfied that 
his band hadn't been sampled. But we're gonna 
go ahead and give Timbaland the benefit of the 
doubt anyway. 


WHAT WAS THE FIRST MOVIE WITH AROCK & 
ROLL SOUNDTRACK? 
RASHAD F. THOMAS, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Depends on what you mean. Blackboard Jungle, 
from 1955, was the first film to use a rock 
song (“Rock Around the Clock” by Bill Haley 
and the Comets), and artists like Elvis and the 
Beatles starred in several movies featuring 
their own music. But the debut of the all-rock 
soundtrack we're used to today—pre-existing 
songs by popular bands, and no score—was 
Dennis Hopper's 1969 low-budget motorcycle 
classic Easy Rider. In it, two longhaired bikers 
played by Hopper and Peter Fonda hit the high- 


IS IT TRUE BOB DYLAN ONCE DEFENDED JFK 
ASSASSIN LEE HARVEY OSWALD? 
T.J. KOWALCZYK, BELLINGHAM, WASHINGTON 


Not quite. The mercurial rock icon never actu- 
ally defended Oswald—but he did cause quite 
a stir by publicly sympathizing with him just 
three weeks after President Kennedy's death. 
The incident happened in December 1963 
at a fancy fundraising dinner for a New York 
civil liberties group. Feeling out of place and 
more than a little drunk, 22-year-old Dylan— 
onstage to accept an award for his songwrit- 
ing—ad-libbed a long, rambling speech mocking 
his hosts’ baldness and confessing that he 
could relate to the notorious lone gunman. “I 
don't know exactly what [Oswald] thought he 
was doing,” Dylan said, “but | got to admit hon- 


66 -daein don't you go and cut your hair.” 


YOU SEND QUESTIONS, WE GET ANSWERS. WHO LOVES YA, BABY? 


MIKE NG, ROCKPORT, TEXAS 


ZZ Top: 
Real men 
wear rugs. 


way to the sound of classic-rock titans like Jimi 

Hendrix, Steppenwolf and the Band, inspiring 

big-screen music geeks for decades to come 

(we're looking at you, Quentin Tarantino). 
Interestingly, though, it almost never 

happened. According to Fonda, the produc- 

ers wanted L.A. folkies Crosby, Stills & Nash 

to compose all the film's music. But the trio 

bowed out after seeing a rough cut of the film 

with Hopper's song selections, claiming it was 


just too good already. 


estly that | saw some of myself in him.” 

The stunned ballroom responded with boos 
and hisses—a bit ironic, considering it was a 
benefit for free speech. But while Dylan later 
acknowledged that he may have crossed a line, 
he refused to back down. “! do not apologize 
for myself nor my fears,” he wrote to event 
organizers a few weeks later. “I do not apolo- 
gize for any statement ... | am a writer an' a 
singer of the words | write; | am no speaker nor 
any politician.” 


That's because they aren't either. The 
Texas boogie-rock trio have offered up 
more than a few conflicting stories on 
their name's origins over the years: It's an 
homage to old bluesman Z.Z. Hill; a com- 
bination of their favorite brands of 
rolling papers (Zig-Zag and Top); 

a tip of the hat to fans in the very 
last row of the arena; the remnants 
of a crumbling sign for a restau- 
rant called “Pizza Stop" they once 
passed on the highway ... you get 
the idea. What it's almost certainly 
not, on the other hand, is a tribute 
to ginormous bra sizes, as has 
sometimes been rumored. 

There's a little less mystery 
surrounding the band's legendarily 
untamed beards, which guitarist 
Billy Gibbons and bassist Dusty Hill 
both grew at the same time dur- 
ing a three-year hiatus in the late 
*70s—without each other knowing. 
“We stayed in touch over the phone 
the whole time,” Gibbons said. “But 
how often do you ask your buddy, 
‘Say, how's your beard doing?” 
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THERE'S A VIDEO ONLINE OF THE PIXIES PLAY- 
ING ON LETTERMAN IN (99). PAUL SHAFFER WAS 
BACKING THEM ON KEYBOARDS, AND HE KIND OF 
ROCKED. WHICH MAKES ME WONDER: IS PAUL 
SHAFFER SECRETLY AWESOME? 

KATIE DREISER, SPRINGFIELD, MASSACHUSETTS 


Though the zany suits and Canadian citizen- 
ship would certainly suggest otherwise—yeah, 
he kind of is. In addition to being Letterman's 
bandleader since 1982, Shaffer was one of the 
first musical directors for Saturday Night Live, 
which meant lots of late-night partying with 
Bill Murray and John Belushi. He also earned 
himself a permanent place in the hearts of 
aerobics instructors everywhere by co-writing 
the campy disco fave “It's Raining Men." 

But perhaps most awesome of all, the 
chrome-domed sidekick is believed to be 
the first person ever to drop an F-bomb on 
American TV. During a 1980 SNL sketch, he was 
supposed to tweak censors by saying the non- 
sense word “floggin'"; instead he goofed and 
accidentally said the real thing. (281 


YOUR QUESTIONS 


Ask Blender, 1040 Sixth Avenue, 22nd floor, 
New York, NY10018 


E-mail: askblender@blender.com 
Please include your first and last name, your 


hometown and your state or province. 
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“Uh-oh, these could get me in 


big trouble,” Christina Milian says, sampling 
a citrus-flavored Blood and Sand, signature 
cocktail of L.A.’s Dresden Restaurant. “I’ll be 
like, ‘Oh, this is so good!’” she coos with eye- 
lash-fluttering innocence. “‘How did it get so 
hot in here?” She mimes discarding a gar- 
ment. ““How did this come off?” 

This most celebrated of alcohol’s side 
effects would be extra-appreciated in the case 
of the 24-year-old Milian, one of the more 
enthusiastically ogled females in the R&B/ 
Hollywood nexus. “She's like a Frappucci- 
no with hips,” Nick Cannon's character said, 
appraising the five-foot-two Latina’s entrance 
in the 2003 film Love Don't Cost a Thing. (The 
two dated soon after.) “She’s a lovely little sun- 
flower,” Outkast’s Andre 3000 told a report- 
er in 2005. “A dandelion.” And as for Usher, 
the prospect of a soaking-wet Milian was rea- 
son enough to ruin his perfectly good cash- 
mere sweater when she arrived at the Ver- 
sace mansion for Jermaine Dupri’s pre-party 
for the MTV Video Music Awards. “He came 
up to me—and I’m wearing a white dress,” 
she says. “Made from cotton, by the way!” She 


In the "Dip It Low” video, pre-de-skankifying. 


“I’ve Got You Under My Skin,” he substitutes 
“dermis” for “skin.” After his wife sings “Her 
name was Lola, she was a showgirl,” he inter- 
jects, “She was a hooker!” 

A proud Cuban American, Milian sits 
grooving to Barry Manilow’s Latin-flavored 
“Copacabana” as she leans back at our table, 
Gucci heels resting on the seat before her. 
The fourth button on her tight white shirt is 
straining mightily, her gold hoop earrings are 
blinging tastefully and her blonde hair, cara- 
mel complexion and sweet oval face suggest a 
more petite, Muppet-baby Beyoncé. 

A hip-hop demi-star since she appeared 
on Ja Rule’s 2000 hit “Between Me and You,” 
Milian’s own tastes are a bit streetier than 
most of the Marty and Elayne songbook. Her 
upcoming album, So Amazin’, features Young 
Jeezy and Lil’ Wayne. Her cellphone ring fea- 
tures Three 6 Mafia. But at Blender’s sug- 
gestion, she jots down some more tradition- 
al requests on a napkin to pass to Marty and 
Elayne: Diana Ross, Duke Ellington, “Bennie 
and the Jets.” “Whaddya, writing a book?” says 
Marty when he gets her napkin. 

At this, Milian considers requesting 


With Nick Cannon, pre-Sidekick-hacking. 


laughs. “And he says, ‘Let's get in the pool!’ 
Everyone was like, ‘He wasn't trying to get in 
the pool until you got here!” Yet into the pool 
she was Ushered, both of them fully clothed. 
Tonight's hang is significantly lower-key 
than the Versace mansion, although it has its 
own muted surrealism. Since Milian is aready 
a showbiz vet with some 15 years in the game, 
Blender figured she might appreciate a real 
quality act like the Dresden’s star attraction, 
Marty and Elayne—a piano-and-drum couple 
with some 120 years between them, who were 
apparently beamed up from some Borscht 
Belt hotel and deposited before the dazzled 
hipsters of Los Feliz. Resplendent in chest 
hairand gold chain, Neil Diamond-ish Marty 
sits behind the kit singing and cutting up. On 
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DMx’s “Get at Me Dog”—something she 
occasionally yells to her Chihuahua. Blend- 
erinforms her the duo is actually more influ- 
enced by The Ying Yang Twins. 

“Oh yeah,” Milian deadpans, nodding to 
the bossa nova. “I can hear that.” 

As she sips, Milian studies these two sex- 
agenarian OGs holding it down with “How 
High the Moon.” In matching black cabana 
wear, the bushy-haired Marty teases the ride 
cymbal rat-packishly while the sheet-white, 
heavily-mascaraed Elayne sways behind the 
piano like a bebop Miss Havisham. While a 
bit ghastly, the sightis also pretty inspiring. 

“It'd beso great,” says Milian, sighing, “to 
be that age and still have people come out to 
see you perform. 


ike Britney, Fergie and the other 

Christina, Milian is among 

today’s class of kid’s-cable vet- 

erans tasked with transition- 

ing from spunky ‘tween to sexy 

grown woman—an act that's 
surprisingly hard to nail without going off the 
deep end, In fact, “the deep end” might fairly 
be characterized by Milian’s last video, for her 
2004 song “Dip It Low.” 

In it, the former Disney Channel star 
rolled around semi-naked in black paint, 
singing a stripper-worthy instructional on 
holding male attention, straying beyond sexy 
and perilously close to skeezy. “It was pretty 
extreme,” Milian acknowledges. “I felt pret- 
ty risqué with that, and I loved it, but that’s 
probably where the line gets drawn. There's a 
part ofme sometimes that has to stop myself, 
or have my mom [and manager] stop me 
from going to the extreme. I’m comfortable 
with my body and in my skin, so sometimes 
I might pick something to wear that... 1 prob- 
ably shouldn’t wear.” 

Now Milian is preparing for yet another 
repositioning, this time under the guidance 
of new Def Jam mastermind L.A. Reid. When 
the man who rehabilitated Mariah Carey from 
TRL meltdown to multiplatinum respectabil- 
ity says jump, you jump. And L.A.’s dictum 
for Milian was to roll back the sexiness. “He 
was like, ‘OK, we need to tone it down,”” Mili- 
an reports. “You need to relate to the average 
girl.’ That’s something I want to do.” 

This will probably be easier for Milian, 
given her lastyear or so. While plenty bouncy 
and fun, Milian’s earlier records were never 
terribly emotionally charged. This changed 
as of 2005. 

First, Milian went to shoot the new Wes 
Crayen thriller Pulse in Romania—a locale 
that proved trying. “I can adjust to any cul- 
ture,” she says over a beet salad at an L.A. 
restaurant. “But there was a lot to deal with 
there.” In addition to shrill levels of ethnic 
hostility—“Black! Black!” one wag yelled 
at her outside a mall—Milian encountered 
particularly gangsta gypsies. “This one lady 
threw a baby at me!” she reports. “A real baby! 
And when you catch it, the other kids swoop 
in to take your wallet.” 

But the real horror began when a series 
of urgent phone calls suggested problems 
with her longtime boyfriend, the fresh-faced 
urban dreamboat and fellow former child 
star Nick Cannon. 

“My friends started calling, saying, ‘Um 
... are you guys still together?’” she says. “All 
the time we were together, | heard nothing, 
no rumors, no gossip, and then all of a sud- 
den I'min Romania and I start hearing stuff.” 
Isolation, suspicion and too much time on 
her hands culminated in an act Milian now 
speaks of with shame. > 
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a Kabob Nope (adevteted 110 Woman should do. 


I found out the pass code to Nick’s Sidekick.” 


“I did something no woman should do,” 
she begins. “But sometimes you're entitled 
to...and I think a lot of women do it, but this 
is my first time doing it, and ... OK,” she says, 
taking a deep breath. “I found out the pass 
code to his Sidekick.” Laughing, she claps her 
hands and falls to the side. 

Needless to say, the messages she found 
cast grave doubts upon the fidelity of Mr. 
Cannon—a discovery Milian kept to herself 
until she returned to the States two months 
later. The confrontation was brisk, the break- 
up quick and the outcome surprisingly pro- 
ductive. Heartbroken, Milian delved right 
into her new record with Miami-based hip- 
hop producers Cool and Dre, best known 
for helming the Game's “Hate It or Love It.” 
Among the first songs she wrote was “Who's 
Gonna Ride,” whose theme is well represent- 
ed by its opening line: “I ain't one to cuss, but 
fuck you.” Among its other declarations is the 
statement “Them Eva’s and them Vida’s, they 
can’tadd up to me"—which is a sure mathe- 
matical certainty. 

Unlike many child-stars-turned-MTV- 


TWIDDLIN’ THE KNOBS 


LIKE ANY WORK ENVIRONMENT, THE RECORDING 
STUDIO IS A PLACE WHERE ROMANCE CAN BLOOM. 
IT HAPPENED TO CHRISTINA MILIAN AND HER SO 
AMAZIN’ PRODUCER DRE, AND IT HAPPENED TO 
THESE PEOPLE 


MUTT LANGE AND SHANIA TWAIN 


> Having already used his big guitar/big drum/big 
budget sound to turn AC/DC and Def Leppard 

into kajillion-selling rock behemoths, the rarely 
photographed Lange met and married Canuck pop- 
country queen Shania Twain in 1993, The result 

of their ensuing professional union: three albums, 
more than 37 million copies sold. 


LIFE LESSON: People named after dogs can do 
anything. 


R. KELLY AND AALIYAH 


~> Back when his illegal fetishes were limited to 
statutory rape, newly minted R&B star R. Kelly 
produced the defensively titled Age Ain't Nothing 
but a Number for 15-year-old Aaliyah, then secretly 
married her just for good measure. When the news 
leaked that she was not, in fact, 18, the marriage 
was quickly annulled, but Aaliyah’s career continued 
to soar until her untimely death in 2001. 


LIFE LESSON: Being forced to terminate your rela- 
tionship with your underage pop-star child bride 
makes you want to pee on people. 
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hotties, Milian has a disarmingly down-to- 
earth vibe in person—perhaps the humility 
of someone who's taken a few knocks in her 
decade and a half in showbiz. Growing up in 
New Jersey and Maryland, Milian got started 
singing ina local musical and doing commer- 
cials when she was 9. In her teens she por- 
trayed a junior journalist on the Disney TV 
series Movie Surfers, an antin A Bug’s Life and 
a band dork in American Pie. “In the begin- 
ning of the movie, you can see me and I look 
hideous,” she says of this last role. “It was in 
the middle of my chubby phase and I had lop- 
sided pigtails with overalls on, no makeup 
and I’m trying to play an instrument back- 
wards or something stupid.” Her ugly-duck- 
ling transformation occurred with Love Don't 
Cost a Thing, in which she played high school 
hottie to Nick Cannon's swain—and started 
their real-life relationship. 

Throughout this period, Milian was also 
immersed in music, her earliest inspiration 
being none other than Miss Wardrobe Mal- 
function herself, Janet Jackson. “The Janet 
album,” she rhapsodizes. “I had it memo- 


PHIL SPECTOR AND RONNIE SPECTOR 


> The famed, possibly homicidal Wall of Sound 
production pioneer, for whom the very term “eccen- 
tric” was coined, became obsessed with one of his 
ingénues, Ronettes lead singer Ronnie Bennett, and 
married her in 1968. Ronnie claimed she was kept 
prisoner in Spector's mansion until she finally ran 
away in 1973 and filed for divorce. 

LIFE LESSON: The answer for salvaging your career 
and healing from an abusive relationship is, and 
always will be, a hit duet with Eddie Money. 


PRINCE AND VANITY // APOLLONIA // MAYTE 


> At his post-1999 commercial peak, Prince 
installed his girlfriend Vanity as the lead singer 

of her own group (Vanity 6) and co-star of Purple 
Rain. When they broke up, new squeeze Apollonia 
Kotero took the role, then fronted a band called ... 
Apollonia 6. in 1995, Prince produced an album for 
Mayte Garcia, then married her for a little while. 
LIFE LESSON: When Prince asks to hear your demo, 
he may not be solely interested in your vocal range. 
STEVE KANDELL 


rized from top to bottom. I thought I was hot, 
too, cause they used to call me ‘Little Janet,’ so 
I thought I was all sexy.” She laughs. When at 
18 she actually met her idol atan MTV appear- 
ance, Milian says, “I literally couldn't get a 
word out of my mouth. All I was thinking was 
‘Don’tcry.’ And the second she walked out the 
door, I cried like a baby. At MTV!” 

Milian bounced back from this minor 
humiliation, along with tougher breaks like 
having her party-hearty self-titled debut 
scheduled the week Aaliyah died, which was 
promptly followed by 9/u. “Nine-eleven is 
what sent me overseas,” Milian says, Europe 
being judged a more receptive and safer envi- 
ronment for her album’s release and promo- 
tion in the early months of the War on Ter- 
ror. Thus was 2004's It’s About Time her first 
U.S.-released album and “Dip It Low” her 
first U.S. hit, despite a strong, five-year indus- 
try track record that began with penning the 
song “Play” for J. Lo. 

For her third album, Milian worked in 
Miami, an experience that proved crucial for 
rebounding from her breakup and unlock- 
ing her creativity. “Working in Miami,” she 


: begins, chuckling. “I can’t front, I had a 
: greeeeat time. After my breakup I thought I 
: was never gonna date anybody for the lon- 
: gest time. But next thing you know, you're in 
? Miami, out on the beach, going out—I hada 
: greattime.” 


Which seems like a good opening to ask 


her to confirm rumors she’s currently dating 
: her producer Dre, aka Andre Lyon. 


She smiles and looks at Blender. “Who 


: said that?” she says. “Where'd you hear that? 
: That's so funny, now I’m gonna probe you.” 


After some nervous laughter—mostly 


i from Blender—Milian says “OK, one thing I 
: can definitely say: He’s a really cool guy.” She 
: laughs wickedly. “Cooland Dre were there for 
: me when everything went down [with Nick]. 
: They'd say, ‘Write whatever you feel, don’t be 
: afraid.’ I’ve always been a little scared to let 
i people into my personal life, but I was finally 
i like, ‘Screwit, let's go forit. 


” 


In going for it, Milian seems to have 


} settled happily into post-Cannon and post- 
: Disney life. She shares a spacious house with 
? hermomandsister in the San Fernando Val- 
: ley. (“Inever gotcaught up in the whole Holly- 
: wood thing; I don’tlike going out.”) And while 
: she still fields marriage proposals from vari- 
i ous rappers, actors and pro athletes—includ- 
: ing a box of 50 teddy bears from an amorous 
? NFLstarshe’d never met, witha request to fly 
: outand see him—she’s faithful to the men in 
: her life. Within limits, obviously. 


“T have the Brad Pitt clause,” she explains. 


: “When I datea guy, it’sin the contract: IfBrad 
? comes around—” she throws her hands 
: up helplessly. “I mean, I'll be back. But I’m 
? gonna give him some attention.” [«0«s] 
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I will use the conscience- cleansing p power of : my Axe Spake Peel 


sample pack to scrub away shame caused by a questionable hook-up, and not 


as an excuse to commit acts of ‘debauchery, like: 
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By removing this sample 

you are granted temporary 
membership into The Order of 
The Serpentine. Debaucherous 
behavior — like starting s 
gentleman's club in your 
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the loss of all rights and 


privileges therein. 
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Milian models an 
outfit even the color- 
blind can enjoy. 
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THE ARCTIC MONKEYS HAVE PUT THE U.K’S = 
KNICKERS INTO A BUNCH—AND THEY’RE NOT EVEN 

21. NOW, THIS UNASSUMING FOURSOME ARE STORMING 
U.S. SHORES—WITH AN ALBUM FULL OF DRUNKEN 
POETRY AND SUITCASES FULL OF CLEARASIL 


BY DORIAN LYNSKEY // PHOTOGRAPHY BY PEROU 


This may not be 
the Sheffield™ 
club's year. 
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WU UN AT TtMN Bristol, England, Inside 


the Carling Academy nightclub, the mood is 
borderline hysteria as the Arctic Monkeys 
saunter onstage and Alex Turner, their skinny, 
scruffy, casually charismatic frontman, sings 
the words with which he opens every show: 
“Anticipation has the habit to set you up for 
disappointment.” 

Inthe context of the song, “The View From 
the Afternoon,” the sentiment applies to a big 
night out. Delivered to crowds dizzy with lager 
and excitement, however, it sounds like a wry 
disclaimer, a cute nod to the maelstrom that 
currently engulfs these four young men from 
the north of England. 

In recent months, Britain has gone 
unashamedly gaga over the Arctic Monkeys. 
Less than a year since they released their first 
limited-edition EP, they have notched up two 
No. 1 singles and the fastest-selling debut 
album in British history; at one point, What- 
ever People Say I Am, That’s What I’m Not was 
shifting almost 5,000 copies an hour. When 
influential rock weekly NM Ebooked its annu- 
al package tour of new bands last fall, the Arc- 
tic Monkeys weren't yet successful enough 
to headline. A few months later, the biggest, 
most talked-about new band on the planet is 
playing second on the bill in venues it could 
sell out many times over. 

Tonight's audience, from the teenagers 
in Strokes T-shirts to the thirtysomethings in 
Smiths ones, look as if they can’t believe their 
luck. Every person seems to know every word 
to every song. Atseveral points, Turner simply 
stops singing and watches this 1,600-strong 
choir of unofficial backing vocalists do his 
work for him. 

How mustit feel to be at the center of Brit- 
ish music's biggest phenomenon ina decade? 
Earlier that day, in the back of a tour bus out- 
side the Academy, Turner absentmindedly 
strums an acoustic guitar as he tries to explain. 
“Tt’s all about how you look at it. I think the 
core ofit, the important bit, the center of what- 
ever it is, is the music ... man,” he adds self- 
consciously, wise enough to recognize that 
“Zt’s all about the music” is a geezer cliché but 
young enough to use it anyway. “You have to 
tryand remember thatwhen all these sales fig- 
ures come flying at you.” He sounds wistful, as 
if recalling a long-lost era. “To start with, that’s 
what it was about.” 


AMERICAHAS EVERY reason to be suspicious 
of British music's hype cycle; it is an excitable 
culture, hungry for novelty, and today’s heroes 
are often tomorrow’s laughing stocks (cheers, 
Craig David!). But the Arctic Monkeys’ popu- 
larity is no parochial affair. Their American 
enthusiasts include such esteemed parties 
as Jack White and the New York Times, which 
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“Hey hey, we're the ..." 
(left, clockwise from 

top): Jamie Cook, Andy 
Nicholson, Matt Helder and 
Alex Turner; right, Turner 
rehearses, rocks out. 


“IN TERMS OF 
CULTURAL IMPACT, 
YOU COULD PUT 
THEM JUST BELOW 
THE BEATLES.” 


NME EDITOR CONOR MCNICHOLAS: 


raved, “You probably won'theara better CD all 
year long,” even though it was only January. 

“Hype” is the wrong word here. Rather 
than driving the buzz, the media have been 
scrambling to catch up with the kids. Thanks 
to fertile, fan-led online music communities 
such as MySpace.com, the band’s MP3s had 
been downloaded thousands of times before 
they even received their first review. 

Another thing: The album is every bit as 
good as its cheerleaders claim. Better, even. 
On one level, Arctic Monkeys’ white-knuckle 
pop-punk cherry-picks from the decade's alt- 
rock heroes: the precision of the Strokes, the 
muscular rhythms of Franz Ferdinand and 
the eccentric wit of the Libertines. Butitis also 
consistently surprising. The agile grooves nod 
towards funk while the melodies sometimes 
seem to predate rock & roll altogether, with 
hints of Rodgers & Hammerstein musicals, 
19408 English music hall and the commu- 
nal celebration of soccer terrace chants. Such 
maturity belies their age; Turner and guitar- 
ist Jamie Cook are 20, bassist Andy Nicholson 
and drummer Matt Helders justig. 

Most important, the lyrics encapsulate in 
spine-tingling detail how it feels to be young 
and English. The album loosely chronicles a 
night out in their northern, industrial home- 


town of Sheffield, Yorkshire. It sweeps the lis- 
tener past indie hotties (“I Bet You Look Good 
on the Dancefloor”), obstructive cab drivers 
(“Red Light Indicates Doors Are Secured”), 
sullen girlfriends (“Mardy Bum”) and surly 
bouncers (“From the Ritz to the Rubble’). 
Based on real events and specific locations, 
it’s as true as a documentary but as sharp as 
a sitcom. If you're a 17-year-old in Britain right 
now, it’s the soundtrack to your life. 

“They're very honest,” approves English 
hip-hop star Mike Skinner, a.k.a. The Streets. 
“That sounds simple, but it’s a difficult, coura- 
geous thing to doin music.” 

“I genuinely believe this is one of the 
most important British bands of all time,” 
says NME editor Conor McNicholas. “In the 
future, people will talk about the Smiths, the 
Stone Roses, Oasis and the Arctic Monkeys. In 
terms of their cultural impactand what they're 
capable of achieving, you could put them just 
below the Beatles.” 

Put all this to the band’s bluntly down-to- 
earth Jamie Cook, however, and he'll sound 
both flattered and bemused. “People do blow 
stuff up a bit,” he sighs. “For a bunch of 19- 
year-olds to start being called Britain’s saviors 
of music when the first record’s not even out 
yet, you do think, ‘Fucking hell! Calm down! 
Letus make a few first.” 


WHEN THE STROKES made their entrance 
five years ago, they looked as though they had 
been bred to be rock stars. But you could walk 
into any pub or shopping center in England 
and find people who resemble the Arctic Mon- 
keys: jeans, T-shirts, unremarkable haircuts, 
problem skin. 
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“We don’tlook like superstars,” says Andy 
Nicholson. “I think people lookatus and think, 
‘They're just normal people making good 
music. I’m sure I could doit.’” He grins. “Any- 
one can doit. We're living proof of that.” 

Nicholson is the band wit, reliably swift 
with a self-deprecating quip. Cook is the bull- 
ishly confident blue-collar lad and Helders the 
quietly amiable diplomat. Turner is harder to 
get a handle on. Fidgety and intense, he's the 
least talkative member of the group, chew- 
ing over his answers for so long that he ends 
up doubting his own words. When the Arctic 
Monkeys are trading banter, he’s the least like- 
ly to join in. 

“He observes things,” says Alan Smyth, 
who produced the band’s early demos. “When- 
ever anyone popped in the studio he would 
sit and listen to them before he would say 
anything. He watches before he speaks. He 
doesn'tlike to talk crap.” 

Conor McNicholas witnessed the band 
dynamic backstage on the NM E tour. “You get 
areal sense that you don't wantto piss off Alex. 
Itwas almostlike he was somebody who had to 
be protected. It’s notlike he runs the band, but 
he sets the temperature for the whole thing.” 

The manin question gazes athis sneakers 
as he explains the band’s genesis. “It was just 
a hobby. Something to do because your mates 
were doing it.” 

Three-quarters of the band grew up in 
High Green, a nondescript village outside 
Sheffield that’s so small you can walk the 
length of it in less than 15 minutes. Nicholson 
lived down the road in Hillsborough. Turner 
is the son ofa music teacher. The media may 
have labeled the band working-class heroes 
butits members never have. 

In December 2001, Turner and Cook 
received guitars for Christmas and set about 
learning to play, rehearsing in Turner's garage. 
Before long, they had adapted the name of 
Helders’s dad’s band during the 1970s: Arc- 
tik Monkeez. When their first vocalist, Glyn 
Jones, leftafter a few months, Turner cautious- 
ly stepped up to the microphone. Meanwhile, 
he and Helders also played ina local funk band 
called Judan Suki. 

In August 2003, Judan Suki were record- 
ing a demo at a Sheffield studio and Turn- 
er asked Alan Smyth if he would produce his 
other band. They’d written only four songs; 
the rest of their live set consisted of songs by 
the likes of the Vines and the White Stripes. 

“They were giddy,” remembers Smyth. 
“They weren't the tightest of bands by any 
stretch of the imagination, but I thought they 
definitely had something special going on. I 
told Alex off for singing in an American voice 
at that first session.” 

Turner admits that he was initially too self- 
conscious to singin unaffected Sheffield argot 
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DON’T BELIEVE THE HYPE 


ARCTIC MONKEYS ARE HARDLY THE FIRST BRITISH EXPORT to rive A TIDAL WAVE OF BUZZ 
STATESIDE, WHICH DELIVERED ON THEIR GREAT EXPECTATIONS? 


iTEA) 


Brits love this leafy concoction so much, they take 


time out from their busy day to enjoy afternoon 


“high tea.” Proto-Americans showed their appre- 
ciation by dumping a shipful into Boston Harbor. 


Tastes OK cold, though. 
AMERICA'S VERDICT: ¥ 


‘DEMOCRACY 


When the United States went solo from Britain, 
we simply cherry-picked the elements of 
Parliamentary government we found 
favorable (proportional representa- 

tion based on population, voting) and 
chucked the rest (kings, foppish wigs). 
We love it so much, we're making every- 
one try it. 

AMERICA'S VERDICT: 2 


(ROBBIE WILLIAMS 


Every year, Americans are reminded how 
this former member of the early-'90s 
British boy band Take That is a massive 
pop star who has sold more than 30 
million records worldwide. And every 
year, Americans don't care. 

AMERICA'S VERDICT: =} 


|NATIONAL HEALTH CARE 

Since 1948, citizens of the U.K, have had 
medical costs covered for them by the 
government, providing the model that 
many major industrialized nations—save 
one in particular—have adopted for 
their own. 


AMERICA'S VERDICT: 


(THE BEATLES 


The gold standard to which all British cultural 
exports are compared, inevitably unfavorably, But 
there's no great shame in coming up short to the 
1964 Fab Four landing that banished Topo Gigio to 
the footnotes of Ed Sullivan Show history. 
AMERICA'S VerDiCT: “2 


DAVID BECKHAM 


Nothing will make Americans care about 
soccer—not the promise of fun-filled hooligan 
riots, and certainly not 
the repeated insistence 
that the ponytailed, 
oft-shirtless Mr. Posh 
Spice is the biggest, 
most popular athlete in 
the world, 

AMERICA'S VERDICT: & 


BENNY HILL 


Blender isn’t saying 
that sped-up footage 
of a short, old geezer 
ina bobby uniform 
being chased around 

a park by three young 
buxom ladies isn’t side- 
splittingly hilarious to 
American television 
audiences, but ... sorry, 


= we don't really have an 
: ending for this 
* sentence, 
” AMERICA'S VERDICT: 
STEVE KANDELL 


and write lyrics that were about his own life. 
Yorkshiremen have a reputation for down- 
to-earth stoicism; they don’t take to show- 
offs. “You don't really have any sort of identi- 
ty, and yet you have to have songs that sound 
like ‘you,’ whatever thatis,” Turmer says. “That 
tooka lot of time.” 

With different bandmates, he thinks, “it 
could have been shit. I’m quite easily influ- 
enced. I could have ended up anywhere with a 
little push from whoever. So it was important 
that it was us four.” 

Smyth introduced the Arctic Monkeys to 
Geoff Barradale, a seasoned musician with 
whom he'd played in a band called Seafruit. 
Barradale became their manager and paid for 
them to record four more three-song demos 


over thenext15 months, while they were stillin 
college. “Itwas like walking into a youth club,” 
he says. “I thought it was fantastic. It was 
naive, it was raw, it had character. Everything 
you could want from a band was there.” 

With each session their confidence and 
songwriting took another leap forward. Bar- 
radale would drive them around venues in 
the north of England to establish their reputa- 
tion, handing out copies ofthe demo CDs after 
each show. Says Barradale: “There was a lot of, 
‘What are we doing this gig for? When are we 
going to get a record deal?’ And I was going, 
‘Look, you don’t need a record label, you need 
a fanbase.” 

Early enthusiasts began posting the songs 
on their own websites, inspiring the band to > 


[ ARCTIC MONKEYS ] 


do the same. By the end of 2004, thousands 
of fans knew their songs inside out. “That was 
the most bizarre thing,” marvels Smyth. “A 
band with no records out and an audience that 
knew every single word.” 

The tipping pointcame on March 7, 2005, 
at a free yenue called the Harley. “There were 
people outside watching through the win- 
dows because they couldn't get in,” recalls 
Helders. “People were crowdsurfing and fall- 
ing onstage.” Shortly afterwards, they self 
released their first EP, Five Minutes With Arctic 
Monkeys, before signing to Domino records, 
the independent label that discovered Franz 
Ferdinand. One of the 1,500 copies of that 
debut EP would now cost you $200. 


N.W.A INTRODUCED THE strife-torn city of 
Compton into hip-hop folklore. The Smiths 
made the Salford Lads’ Clubin Manchester an 
unlikely tourist destination after featuring it 
on the sleeve of The Queen Is Dead. To this list 
of unspectacular locations lent a mythic glow 
by a hit record can now be added the Frog & 
Parrot, a pub in the center of Sheffield. This is 
the place pictured in the CD booklet of What- 
ever You Say 1 Am...;a friend ofthe bandis seen 
stumbling blearily home, 

“When we're locking up, there's always a 
load of kids outside taking snaps, recreating the 
pose,” says pub manager Nick Simmonite. 

Above the bar hang four clocks, the kind 
you might find in an upscale hotel lobby show- 
ing the time in New York, London, Paris and 
Tokyo. These four, however, are all in the 
same time zone and represent four Yorkshire 
towns mentioned in Arctic Monkeys’ lyrics: 
High Green, Hillsborough, Hunters Bar and 
Rotherham. That last town is mentioned in 
“Fake Tales of San Francisco,” their agenda- 
setting attack on skinny-tied posers. “I’d love 
to tell you all my problems,” sings Turner in 
his thickest Sheffield accent. “You're not from 
New York City, you're from Rotherham.” 

Sheffield’s musical identity, like its econ- 
omy, was founded on the steel industry. The 
clang of heavy machinery inspired the harsh, 
metallic synth-pop of Cabaret Voltaire and the 
Human League, and later the spiky techno of 
the Warp label, home to Autechre and Aphex 
Twin. It’s a heritage the Arctic Monkeys play- 
fully reference on “I Bet You Look Good on the 
Dancefloor,” in whicha girl is “dancing to elec- 
tro-pop like a robot from 1984.” 

But there’s an equally strong tradition of 
left-wing politics and working-class pride. 
Today the student housing around the corner 
from the Frog & Parrot bears a poem etched in 
metal plates at the foot ofeach window. Thelast 
line runs, “These streets are full ofheroes.” 

Embodying this philosophy, many Shef- 
field bands celebrate ordinary lives. The 
Human League's biggest hit, “Don’t You Want 
Me,” began with a waitress in a cocktail bar. A 
decade later, Pulp became stars with pin-sharp 
vignettes of teenage flings and adult disap- 


78_BLENDER 


Hype machine: 
the sober, 
reserved praise 
of the British 
press. /| 
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pointments. When Turner 
started writing lyrics, his big- 
gest influences were Man- 


“There's a vile and disgusting story in 

today’s Sun about you and me,” it reads. “I’ve 
got my lawyer on toitand I would appreciate it 
ifyou were approached about it ifyou could set 
the record straight.” 
The tour manager calls Geoff Barrad- 
ale, who's still in England. 
While he rushes out to buy 
a copy and report back, the 
band’s imaginations run riot. 
“Vile and disgusting,’” Cook 
repeats with a smirk. “I can’t 
wait to see that. That’s going 
in my scrapbook." 

Turner looks unamused. 
“I'm thinking how I'm going 
to tell my mum,” 

The truth, fortunately for 
Mrs. Turner, is not as dramat- 


chester’s so-called “punk 
poet,” John Cooper Clarke, 
and hip-hop; the band currently come onstage 
to Warren G's 1994 gangsta hit “Regulate.” 
Turner's lyrics can be seen as a distinctly Brit- 
ish response to rap. There's the same delight 
in regional accents and slang, a similar eye for 
local detail. He says he types ideas for lyrics 
into his cellphone but doesn’t carry a notebook 
because “I would just look like a fucking idiot, 
wouldn't I?” He winces atthe thought. “People 
would say, ‘What are you doing, you cunt?” 
Turner thinks that some people misun- 
derstand what he’s trying to say. Unlike Mor- 


__ “WE'RE ONLY 19. 
BY 21 WE COULD 
BE WORKING IN THE 
SUPERMARKET.” 


rissey, he isn’tdesperate to escape or condemn 
his provincial upbringing. Even as he takes a 
step back, he remains one of the people he’s 
singing about. “I don’t think it’s sneering 
as much as people think on first listen; ‘Oh, 
they're saying this fucking small-town life is 
really terrible.’ We're part of it. People aren’t 
as different as they think. Everyone's as bad as 
each other, really.” 

Cook vigorously agrees. “It doesn'tmatter 
if you're an indie kid or a football hooligan or 
whatfuckingever. You'll still go out at the week- 
end, you'll still get bollocksed and you'll still try 
and cause a fight.” 


FRANKFURT, GERMANY. TWO weeks after the 
Bristol show, Backstage at the Mousonturm, 
Alex Turner has just received a puzzling text 
message from Lisa Moorish, a British singer 
best known as the mother of illegitimate chil- 
dren by the country's two most notorious rock 
stars, Liam Gallagher and Pete Doherty. Itcon- 
cerns the Sun, Britain's leading tabloid. 


icas Moorish makes out—the 
Sunsimply claims that the 34- 
year-old Moorish made a move on Turner at 
anawards ceremony and he brushed her off(— 
but this is a glimpse into the surreal world the 
Arctic Monkeys currently inhabit. 

In recent weeks, newspapers have scram- 
bled for new angles on the band’s success, 
from the Scottish doctor who criticized them 
for promoting smoking on the album cover to 
Lauren Bradwell, the Sheffield girl who dated 
Turner for four months at school. Her shock- 
ing revelation? “He was a lovely lad.” 

The challenge that the Monkeys face is 
how to preserve their bloke-next-door per- 
spective now that, like it or not, their lives have 
changed beyond recognition. Already when 
they go to their old haunts, fans thrust camera 
phones in their faces. Will that make the next 
album completely different? 

“Oh, completely,” says Turner, who has 
already written several new songs, some of 
which will be included on a forthcoming EP. 
“You're not that kid anymore,” 

What they want, more than anything, is to 
cling to the reasons they made the albumin the 
first place, and to record another oneas quickly 
as possible. If you ask them about their ambi- 
tions in America (where their album debuted, 
encouragingly, at No. 24), they'll lower their 
heads and say, “Waitand see.” 

“We're just little shits,” says Helders. 

“We don't want to take over the world,” 
Nicholson brusquely declares, “We don'tmake 
music to have tea with Tony Blair. I'm proud of 
what we've done so far. We're only 19. By 21 we 
could be working in the supermarket.” 

Turner tries one last time to summarize 
what it’s like being an Arctic Monkey right 
now. “When we went to No. 1, my mate said 
to me there's no one in the country who could 
say they know how you feel, because it’s never 
happened like this before. At 
first that’s quite daunting, 
because you think, ‘Shit!’” 
He laughs and shakes his 
head. “Butyou geton with it. 
You carry on.” [sees] 
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MAJOR LEAGUE BASEBALL” 


From: Sony Computer Entertainment America. For: PlayStation 2 and PSP 


Roots rockers 0.A.R. can’t stop raving about MLB’ 06 The Show, calling it 
both a triumph for gaming and the first all-star effort of the season: 


Awesome! Huge homers, roaring crowds, the national pastime’s depth and dynamism. 
watching friends’ faces crumble after acing One minute, you're in the bullpen making split- a 
them out for the pennant... Now this is what second decisions that can affect a game's - or 
the Major League is all about! even World Series’ - entire outcome. The next, Catch M LB’ 06 The Show 
We're floored by new features like you're sprinting around third as commentators = 
“enhanced graphics, fluid fielding mechanics _ Rex Hudler, Matt Vasgersian, and Dave Campbell on tou r with 0 A. R. 
anced ae options, making shriek like someone set their loafers on fire. 
atchword here. No joke - it’s And just when you feel like easing back and 
‘ ; tter’ sponging some of the sweat out of your cup? March 29s Walther, M6 
Hyperactive mini-game King of the Diamond 
(objective: score tons of runs} socks you right 
upside the helmet like an errant line drive. 
Internet play's great too. Browse online 
news feeds, scan live sports tickers, or just 
dominate massive, 32-team tournaments. 
lt-in buddy lists and chat ‘ re 
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Stories of a Stranger available in stores now 
on Everfine/Lava Records. www.ofarevolution.com 


for your entertainment” 
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GUEST LIST 


LEVI’S® ROCKS LAS VEGAS 


On February 16, Blender, Stuff and Maxim 
took over the brand new Levi's® store in 
the Fashion Show Mall in Las Vegas for an 
evening of shopping, music and cocktails 
hosted by Laguna Beach star Kristin 
Cavallari. Levi's® store guests were treated 
to exclusive discounts, hors d'ouvres, gift 
bags, iPod Nano giveaways and hot tunes 
from DJ Frankie Chan. 


The Levi's® Store in Las Vegas 


WHITESNAKE: THE DEFINITIVE COLLECTION 


Now, for the first time ever, 
all of their biggest songs are 
on one single CD, including 
“Still of the Night,” “Fool 

For Your Loving,” “Here | Go 
Again," “Is This Love,” and 
more. In stores now! 
www.umeportal.com 


MNITESNAKE 


1800 ULTIMATE MARGARITA 


This spring, 1800 Tequila encourages you 
to gather your friends and warm yourselves 
up to the 1800 Ultimate Margarita! 

1 part Grand Marnier, 2 parts 1800 Tequila 
100% de Agave and 3 parts 1800 Ultimate 
Margarita Mix. www.1800tequila.com 
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COMPETITIONS, EVENTS 
AND OTHER FUN STUFF 
WE THOUGHT YOU 
SHOULD KNOW ABOUT 


Kristin Cavallari 


INFINITY® 5.1-SPEAKER SYSTEM 


Realistic surround sound, deep, powerful bass and 
crystal clear dialogue reproduction will entice you into 
enjoying your favorite movies and music through the 
Infinity® TSS-450. With a sleek, subtle design, the 
system blends seamlessly with the latest flat-panel 
televisions and your décor. 
Filling your room with great 
sound is easy with the 
Infinity TSS-450. 
www. infinitysystems.com 


Wlinfinity 


TECHNOLOGY + PERFORMANCE - Desicn 


Infinity is a registered trademark of Harman International Industries, Incorporated. 


DISCOVERING MIRANDA LAMBERT 


In case you missed Miranda 
Lambert's steamy feature 

in Blender’s March issue, you 
can Catch her rocking perfor- 
mances on the sold-out George 
Strait tour or on Kerosene, 

her critically acclaimed debut 
album that's already sold over 
half a million copies. 
www.mirandalambertmusic.com 


, ik ‘ THEY MAY ACT AS THOUGH 

A aa THEY'RE IMPERVIOUS TO 

BY CLARK COLLIS, STEVE KANDEL AND DAVID PEISNER HUMAN FALLIBILITIES, BUT POP 
STARS STILL ENDURE—AND 
OVERCOME—HARROWING 
PHYSICAL AFFLICTIONS. THIS 
HANDY A-Z—ALL RIGHT, A-T— 
GUIDE TO MUSICIANS’ MALADIES 
REAFFIRMS THE ADAGE, “THAT 
WHICH DOES NOT KILL YOU ONLY 
INCREASES YOUR ROYALTIES” 
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AWESOMELY DIFFERENTLY ABLED 


CAUSED BY THE 

), backup of stom- 
sey) ach acid into the 
“&e) ~~ esophagus, symptoms 
include burning pain in the 
throat, difficulty swallowing and 
apparently, in the case of ASHLEE 
SIMPSON, spastic contortions of 
the legs that somewhat resemble 
an Irish jig. When caught lip- 
syncing during her performance 
on SNL in 2004, Simpson 
blamed her inability to sing on 
acid reflux. She’s since changed 
her diet and work habits and 
begun waging a long-term battle 
against this burpy menace. 


THE NOTORIOUS B.1.G, rapped about 
his lazy eye in “My Downfall,” 
while ex-Man at Work COLIN HAY 
named his label after the condi- 
tion. However, the droopy left lid 
that helped provide Radiohead’s 
THOM YORKE with so much lucra- 
tive alienation was not a result of 
this common neurological flaw 
but of a congenital paralysis. 


AN UNBELIEVABLY PAIN- 
FUL degenerative bone disease 
in which joints or vertebrae 
fuse together, this is the reason 
Métley Criie guitarist MICK MARS 
looks even worse than bandmate 
Vince Neil. First diagnosed 

with the incurable condition at 
age 19, Mars, now 50, had hip- 
replacement surgery in 2004, 
which alleviated the discomfort 
just enough to allow him to play 
last year's reunion tour, albeit 
not without a bus he referred to 
as a “16-wheeled hospital.” 


Ss eS eee 
ARMS WOULD SEEM to bea 
fairly essential asset for a musi- 
cian, but as it turns out, this 
isn’t necessarily so. Def Leppard 
drummer RICK ALLEN lost his 

left one after crashing his car 

on New Year's Eve, 1984, but 
carried on in the band with the 
help of a customized drum kit. 
Even more astonishing is the 
story of TONY MELENDEZ, who was 
born without arms but taught 
himself to play the guitar with 
his toes. Melendez has toured 
the world, played for Pope John 
Paul II and released multiple 
albums on his own aptly named 
label, Toe Jam Music. 


FOR BLUES AND soul artists, 
the inability to see is practically 
a job requirement. An over- 
oxygenated incubator may have 
been the reason STEVIE WONDER 
was blinded just after birth. RAY 
CHARLES began losing his sight 
at age 5 and never regained it. 
Cancer took Canadian blues gui- 
tarist JEFF HEALEY’s sight by the 
time he turned a year old. Early 
bluesmen BLIND LEMON JEFFER- 
SON, BLIND WILLIE JOHNSON, BLIND 
WILLIE MCTELL and BLIND BOY 
FULLER were all assumed to have 
been blind from birth or shortly 
after, although it’s entirely pos- 
sible at least one of them was 
faking it to pad his résumé. 


MOST ROCK 
STARS act like 
jerks simply 
because they can, but a scant 
few can blame their insuffer- 
ability on this disorder, which 
affects the ability to interact 
socially. Vines frontman CRAIG 
NICHOLLS was frequently accused 
of being weird, volatile and 
standoffish, but when he was 
charged with kicking a photogra- 
pher in 2004, he cited a recent 
Asperger's diagnosis. Synth-pop 
pioneer GARY NUMAN had a simi- 
lar reputation before his wife 
“diagnosed” him as, in the ador- 
able-sounding parlance of those 
who suffer from AS, an “aspie.” 


ASPERGER’S 
AFFECTS CRAIG 
NICHOLLS’S ABILITY 
TO INTERACT 


THIS RESPIRATORY DISOR- 
DER can be triggered by every- 
thing from allergens and stress 
to unhealthy lifestyle habits. It’s 
difficult to positively ascertain 
the exact cause of longtime 
asthma sufferer LINDSAY LOHAN’s 
recent attack, which occurred 
soon after the New Year's Eve 
party she hosted at a Miami 
nightclub, resulting in a burst 
vein and three days in the hospi- 
tal. So let’s just say pollen count. 
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THIS BRAIN DISORDER 
affects motor skills and, in the 
case of Ying Yang Twins rapper 
KAINE, can cause a severe limp. 
(That ain't no pimp walk.) He 
had to have his feet broken and 
reset as a baby but wasn't diag- 
nosed with CP until age 18. He 
hasn't exactly played the sympa- 
thy card though, instead build- 
ing his reputation on a natural 
ability to churn out songs that 
perfectly complement the jiggles 
of America’s exotic dancers. 


SINCE AGE 17, 

— lanky English elec- 
tro-folk chanteuse 
BETH ORTON has 
suffered from this incurable 
and unpleasant bowel disorder, 
frequently halting performances 
due to stomach cramps. The 
condition is exacerbated by poor 
diet, smoking, drinking and 
every other aspect of the rock 
lifestyle, but Orton has made 
adjustments: “I'd rather make 
music than eat crap, and I'd 
rather exercise than get ill. It’s 
not such a fucking effort, really.” 


VORKE: JAMES DIMMOCK/CELEBRITY PICTURES LA; NICHOLLS: TOM SHEEHAN/TS/LFI 
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NEW ALBUM “EYES OPEN” 
IN STORES MAY 9 
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AWESOMELY DIFFERENTLY ABLED 


LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN 

; composed some of 
classical music’s finest 
works after he started 
losing his hearing in 1797, also 
inspiring contemporary all-deaf 
amateur rock trio BEETHOVEN'S 
NIGHTMARE. Innumerable this- 
amp-goes-to-n rockers have 
suffered hearing loss, including 
the Who’s PETE TOWNSHEND, who 
recently admitted, “I have unwit- 
tingly helped to invent ... a type 
of music that makes its principal 
proponents deaf.” Last year, FOXY 
BROWN revealed that she was suf- 
fering from “sensorineural hear- 
ing loss” resulting from damage 
to the inner ear. Ironically, she is 
currently battling assault charg- 
es for allegedly hitting someone 
while holding a cellphone. 


A HIGHLY COMMON condi- 
tion among pop stars, particular- 
ly the aged (SYD BARRETT, JAMES 
BROWN), the overweight (ARETHA 
FRANKLIN, DAVID CROSBY, B.B. 

KING, PATTI LABELLE), the dearly 
departed and overweight (LUTHER 
VANDROSS, JERRY GARCIA, JOHNNY 
CASH, MAMA CASS ELLIOT, CURTIS 
MAYFIELD, ELVIS PRESLEY, RICK 
JAMES, WAYLON JENNINGS) 
and the soon-to-be aged 
and overweight (BRET 
MICHAELS). The dis- 

ease, which causes the 
body to not produce 

or properly use insulin, 
has at least provided a 
handy excuse for getting 
caught red-handed with 
a stash of needles (“It’s 
for my insulin, 
I swear!”). 


SS) 
-ETIRW DNA DAER ot ytiliba 
eht stceffa taht redrosid lacigol- 
oruen A ... Chances are 0ZZY 
OSBOURNE, Rancid’s TIM ARM- 
STRONG, Oasis’s NOEL GALLAGHER 
and My Bloody Valentine's KEVIN 
SHIELDS wouldn't have had trou- 
ble deciphering that sentence, as 
they all suffer from this learning 
disability, along with as much as 
15% of the world’s population. 
Although dyslexia may not nec- 
essarily result in words appear- 
ing backwards, it’s still a huge 
obstacle for anyone who needs 
to know their way around a lyric 
sheet—or an arrest warrant. 


NEIL YOUNG USED WILL 
POWER TO CONTROL 
HIS EPILEPSY—BUT 
NOT HIS POLIO. 
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EPILEPSY WAS ONCE called 
the “sacred disease” because its 
seizures were thought to be the 
result of demonic possession. 
They’re not. Joy Division singer 
IAN CURTIS hanged himself in 
1980, but his seizures weren't 
the reason. Beastie Boy ADAM 
HOROVITZ has suffered several 
serious seizures, and while the 
condition is under control, he 
fears flashbulbs or amphet- 
amines could trigger episodes. 
ELTON JOHN suffers from epilep- 
sy, perhaps as a result of staring 
at his own wardrobe for much 
of the '7os. LINDSEY BUCKINGHAM 
of Fleetwood Mac and GEOFF 
RICKLY of Thursday both found 
out they had the condition the 
hard way—by unexpectedly suf- 
fering seizures while on tour. 
English rapper MIKE SKINNER, 
a.k.a. The Streets, hasn’t had an 
episode since he was 20, while 
NEIL YOUNG claims he was able to 
control his epilepsy by sheer will 
power (note: may not work on 
all forms of epilepsy). 


WHILE THE LATE 
Lisa “Left Eye” 
= Lopes adopted the 
eyepatch as a pirate- 
tastic affectation, the accessory 
is more functional than fashion- 
able for other pop stars. Rapper 
SLICK RICK was blinded in his 
right eye by shards from a 
shattered window when he 
was an infant. RAY SAWYER, 
lead singer for the country- 
rock band Dr. Hook and the 
Medicine Show, lost his right 
eye in a car accident in 1967. 
RY COODER took up the guitar 
after accidentally stabbing him- 
self in the eye at age 4. Less acci- 
dental was the botched suicide 
attempt in which pint-sized 
Geto Boy BUSHWICK BILL lost 
his right eye to a bullet. 
R&B singer HOUSTON, mean- 
while, gouged his own out 
with a knife. 


gy PERHAPS 10 FIN- 
WV —_GERS are more than 
a anyone really needs. 
A Grateful Dead guitarist 
JERRY GARCIA had most of the 
middle digit on his right hand 
hacked off by his brother in a 
wood-chopping accident when 
he was 4 (and not, as popularly 
believed, to avoid serving in 
Vietnam). Gypsy jazz guitar 
legend DJANGO REINHARDT had 
the third and fourth fingers on 
his left hand mangled at age 18 
when the caravan he lived in 
caught fire. Reinhardt’s against- 
all-odds tale inspired hirsute 
Black Sabbath axeman TONY 
IOMMI, who lost the tips of the 
middle fingers on his right hand 
in a machine while working at a 
sheet metal factory. 


com 


SHOW TUNESMITH COLE 
PORTER had both legs crushed in 
a 1937 equestrian accident, and 
his left one was removed years 
later due to complications from 
the injury. In 2002, Goodie Mob 
member WILLIE “KHUJO” KNIGHTON 
had part of his right leg ampu- 
tated after a car crash. That was 
also the year a cyst burst in the 
right leg of hard-living British 
folkster JOHN MARTYN. The singer 
was ultimately forced to have the 
limb amputated below the knee, 
but the bankrupt, severely over- 
weight Martyn continues to per- 
form. “I don’t know how to do 
anything else,” he said in 2004. 
“And there’s not much call for a 
one-legged sumo wrestler.” 


YOUNG; HENRY DILTZ/MACHAELOCHSARCHIVES, COM; PORTER: HULTON-DEUTSCH COLLECTION/CORBIS 
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AWESOMELY DIFFERENTLY ABLED 
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) THE DETERIORA- 
\ TION OF neurons car- 
4 rying information from 
the brain to muscles, 
MS is not, repeat, not cured by 
injections of snake venom. RON- 
NIE LANE, bassist for the Small 
Faces, found this out the hard 
way after learning he had the 
degenerative disease in 1977— 
the experimental treatment 
didn’t work, and Lane died in 
1997. Rootsy singer-songwriter 
VICTORIA WILLIAMS has recorded 
and performed intermittently 
since her diagnosis in 1992, 
which inspired artists like Pearl 
Jam and Soul Asylum to release 
a benefit album so the unin- 
sured Williams could pay her 
hefty medical bills. “You never 
know when it’s going to come 
back,” she said in 1998. “You 
find ways to get around it.” 


RUMORS THAT LIAM 
GALLAGHER STOLE 
A SIXTH TOE FROM 
JOHN LENNON HAVE 
PROVED FALSE. 
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ACCLAIMED SOUTHERN 
SINGER-songwriter VIC 
CHESNUTT’s career hadn’t even 
started when he drunkenly drove 
his car into a ditch and broke 
his neck in 1983 at age 18. In 
1990 a lighting rig fell on CURTIS 
MAYFIELD, leaving him a quadri- 
plegic, but the soul-funk legend 
managed to record one more 
album. Love doctor extraordi- 
naire TEDDY PENDERGRASS was 
paralyzed from the chest down 
in 1982 when the brakes failed 
on his Rolls and he crashed into 
a tree—two years later he had a 
new album out. A 1996 valium- 
and-antidepressant cocktail left 
Sparklehorse’s MARK LINKOUS 
technically dead for two min- 
utes; after being revived, he went 
back to touring and recording in 
a wheelchair before eventually 
regaining use of his legs. 


CANADIAN SINGER-SONG- 
WRITERS JONI MITCHELL 
and—wait for it—NEIL YOUNG 
both contracted polio as chil- 
dren, and the much-afflicted 
Young, according to his mother, 
“damn near died.” The disease 
also struck, and crippled, Brit- 
ish singer IAN DURY who, in 
1981, contributed a song for the 
United Nations’ Year of the Dis- 
abled. The impish Dury came 
up with a track called “Spasticus 
Autisticus,” which included the 
line, “I dribble when I nibble.” 
The U.N. passed. 


FAR LESS COMMON 
than rock stars with 
missing appendages are 
“1€ ones with a surplus. Out- 
spoken Oasis lead singer LIAM 
GALLAGHER reputedly has six toes 
on his left foot, all of which he 
has had to pry from his mouth 
at one time or another. For late 
blues guitarist HOUND DOG TAYLOR, 
being born with six fingers on 
each hand provided an advan- 
tage, though he removed the 
extra digit on his right with a 
straight razor and a not-insig- 
nificant amount of alcohol. 
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> IN THE EARLY ’80s, 
British folk crooner 
LINDA THOMPSON 
gradually lost the 
ability to sing in time or, finally, 
at all. Thompson believed she 
was going insane until a New 
York specialist diagnosed this 
voice disorder, caused by invol- 
untary muscle movements. She 
was recently able to resume 
performing, but only after hav- 
ing Botox injected into her vocal 
cords. Busker-turned-hipster- 
folkie MARY LOU LORD continues 
to perform while suffering from 
this as well. 


\ 


JOHN MELLENCAMP was born 
with a cleft spine, or incom- 
plete closure in his spinal 
column, requiring him to be 
H.O.S.P.LT.A.L.1.Z.E.D. IN 
THE U.S.A. for an extended 
period, although his case was 
less severe than most. Slightly 
less lucky was HANK WILLIAMS, 
whose chronic back pain was 
believed to have been related to 
this birth defect and certainly 
contributed to his alcohol 
and morphine habits. 
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THE LATE TUPAC SHAKUR built 
his thuggy legend on incidents 
such as a shooting at a Manhat- 
tan recording studio in Novem- 
ber 1994 in which the rapper 
took five bullets and showed 

up at court the next day, middle 
fingers raised. However, subse- 
quent reports hint that Tupac 
not only wounded himself in the 
skirmish but actually shot him- 
self right in the digital under- 
ground. He later denied that one 
testicle was lost completely and 
insisted he was fully capable of 
siring tiny Makavelis of his own. 


THIS VOLUME-TRIGGERED 
ringing in the ears is widespread 
amongst overamplified rockers 
such as JEFF BECK, TED NUGENT, 
BOB MOULD and BOB SEGER, whose 
“Turn the Page” referenced the 
condition (“Later in the evening 
as you lie awake in bed/With the 
echo from the amplifiers ringing 
in your head”). 


GALLAGHER: JASON JOYCE/CORSIS OUTLINE; TUPAC: DANNY CLINCH/CORBIS OUTLINE 
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He has the drugs, the pad, the look, the 


bloodline—and the celebrity girlfriend, too. But 

can Whitestarr’s CISCO ADLER make it as more 

than Mischa Barton's plus-one—and become a 
genuine rock star? 


EH a UE of the L.A. rock band Whitestarr, offers 


Blendera catch-up hit from his bongand cautions us to take it slow. “Seri- 
ously, this is really strong. Be careful,” he says with the laugh of a man 
who knows from experience. 

The glass walls of the scruffy 27-year-old’s hillside Malibu home 
are open, inviting in the Pacific Ocean, now glazed milky white by the 
afternoon sun. Living here, where the super-rich act out hippie dreams, 
is like living in the 30 silken minutes after a Klonopin kicks in. “Mali- 
bu is heavy,” Adler says. “It’s built on ancient burial grounds, but any 
place that meets the ocean like Malibu does is heavy. We are low lives 
in high places.” 

Adler is a Malibu legacy. He lives in a compound built by his dad, 
record industry kingpin Lou Adler, in the196os, before fabled songwrit- 
ers like Joni Mitchell, Neil Young and David Crosby descended from the 
canyons, turning the sleepy beach town into a rock & roll Shangri-La. 
Lou now lives in his own gleaming mansion across the Pacific Coast 
Highway on La Costa Point. You can see it from Cisco's pool. 

Adler and his band are notorious in Southern California, less for 
their music—party-hearty boogie-rock indebted to the longhaired '7os 
—than for their golden-god lifestyle: money, women, drugs and legend- 
ary parties that, ifthey were scenes in movies, would climax with a car 
inthe swimming pool. 

“In Malibu, parties aren’t for networking,” says Whitestarr drum- 
mer Alex “Orbi” Orbison, the son of famed singer Roy. “Parties are for 
getting fucked up.” 

Tonight, Adler and his exotic caravan—from the Russian girl who 


favors hyperbaric chambers to the band’s dancer and onstage vibe man, 
Tony Potato—will decamp at West Hollywood's Viper Room for their 
regular Tuesday gig. Tony, a roundish man with a samurai ponytail 
whose nom de stage conceals his real identity and training as an attorney, 
has made the necessary preparations: He unloads four grocery bags and 
broccoli, carrots and guavas tumble across the kitchen counter, Adler, 
now wielding a large knife, smiles sheepishly and explains: “The whole 
band juices.” 
i) 


EEN Att) § familiar. Castas O.C. starlet Mischa Barton's real- 
life boyfriend, he’s starred in such tabloid photos as Mischa Barton and 
Cisco Adler Go to Starbucks and Cisco Adler Rubs Suntan Lotion on Mischa 
Barton's Back in Maui. To casual celebrity-watchers, he’s a nobody. To 
more jaded observers, he's that Hairy, Spoiled, Lucky-As-Fuck Dudeina 
Struggling Band Who's Somehow Landed the Scandal-and Skank-Free 
Princess of Young Hollywood. Adler wouldn’t necessarily disagree. 

‘To those who know him best, though, Adleris the early-rising, hard- 
working, self-effacing singer, songwriter, producer, album-cover design- 
er and business manager of Whitestarr (he leaves the instrument- 
playing to guitarist Jeramy “Rainbow” Gritter, bassist Damon Webb 
and drummer Orbison). When their long-gestating debut album, Luv 
Machine, is released this month, Adler will be working notto achieve the 
archetypal rock-star lifestyle but to maintain the rock-star lifestyle into 
which he was born. “We're trying to just kick it in Malibu for the rest of 
our lives,” he says, pulling his Kangol hatover his eyes. > 


BY VICTORIA DE SILVERIO // PHOTOGRAPHY BY TURE LILLEGRAVEN 
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Cisco Adler 
splurges on his 
pets, skimps on 
his cigars. 
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Providing the life he's become accus- 
tomed to is his father, a man Adler calls “an 
old sage and just a cool dude.” Lou Adler is 
a self-made mogul, the songwriter-produc- 
er who helped create a West Coast music 
industry in the 1960s by molding the “Cal- 
ifornia sound,” first with surfkings Jan & 
Dean and then with the godly harmonies of 
the Mamas and the Papas. He produced Car- 
ole King’s ’7os touchstone Tapestry and the 
Monterey Pop Festival. A Jack-of-all-trades, he 
made movies, too—Cheech and Chong’s Up in 
Smoke, The Rocky Horror Picture Showand the 
proto-riot grrrl Ladies and Gentleman, the Fab- 
ulous Stains. He also co-owns three L.A. night- 
clubs, the Roxy, the Whisky and the Rainbow. 
His partner in the Whisky—and Cisco's god- 
father—is Elmer Valentine, a former Chicago 
vice cop who now lives in the house featured 
in the film Less Than Zero. Lou Adler, whose 
best friend is Jack Nicholson, is also a legend- 
ary lady’s man. Legendary. 

Lou has seven sons, and Cisco is the sec- 
ond-oldest. “I’ve got six brothers from four 
mothers,” he says proudly. Manny, Pablo, 
Oscar and Ike are the youngest; their motheris 
Page Hannah, Daryl'’s sister. Long-lost brother 
“Sonny from Demark,” now 20, appeared five 
years ago. Nic, the eldest, is the son of Swed- 
ish actress Britt Ekland, a longtime lover of 
Rod Stewart, the father of Kimberly Stewart, 
to whom Cisco was once engaged. The bad 
breakup yielded heartbroken lyrics and reup- 
holstered tattoos; hers now reads “Daddy's Lit- 
tle Girl Loves Disco,” and a rose has sprouted 
on his chest where her name once was. Before 
Kimberly, he dated her flex-time best friend, 
Paris Hilton. “I gotin early,” he winks, “before 
she became Marilyn Monroe.” 

When Cisco—named after the gentle- 
manly Mexican cowboy featured in many 
Hollywood Westerns—was six months old, 
his dad left his mom, a model named Phyl- 
lis Somer, Or his mom left his dad. It’s a fact 
that remains blurred. “I tend to only remem- 
ber the positive,” Adler says. “When I was 
9, mom said, ‘Pack your shit, we're going to 
Maui.” Until he was 19, he surfed every day 
and walked barefoottoa “really nasty, horrible” 
public school where, before making friends, 
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he got beat up by local kids. Under his shirtis a 
MAUIBU (“Malibu” + “Maui”) tattoo. 

While Cisco and his mother made ends 
meet in Maui—“She’s a gypsy woman and 
always kind of broke,” he says—Lou Adler 
stayed in Malibu, where the action was. “He 
wasa bell-bottoms and Rolls-Royce kind of guy 
and he always brought home the hottest girls 
in the world, whoalso had their own shit going 
on,” says Cisco. “He made cool movies. He 
made cool music. He makes cool decisions. 
But there's not an ounce of snobbishness. He 
came from nothing and he hustled and made 
his own shit,” he says, fist hitting palm. “He 
used to drive the records to the radio station 
and they’d play them.” And then the warm 
haze of nostalgia clouds over with cold anxiety: 
“I wish it was still like that.” 

Whitestarr spent two years playing gigs in 
Malibuand on the Sunset Strip before landing 
adeal with Atlantic Records in 2000. Pedigree, 
contacts and a shirt-free rock aesthetic sealed 
a place on a summer Kid Rock tour, but then 
in 2002, Atlantic suddenly dropped them. 
A plan that had seemed preordained took a 
nosedive: Cisco’s drummer entered rehab; a 
friend died in a car accident; his girlfriend left 
him; and partying made him puffy. “We are 
Behind the Music Before the Music Came Out,” 
Adler says. “When Orbi starting doing crack 
in the bathroom and making all the girls run 


Clockwise from top: Cisco Adler manages only a 5.8 from 
the East German judge; Whitestarr reenact their favorite 
Titanic scene; Adler gets a personal training session from 
Mischa Barton. 


away, I knew there might bea problem.” 

“We were just pointlessly crazy 24/7,” 
Orbison says, “Steamrolling through Holly- 
wood three sheets to the wind and not even 
getting started, people would look at us like 
fucking Indians coming out of the hills.” 

Twelve months ago, Orbison, 30, a lanky, 
happy guy who says he got his kindly disposi- 
tion from his dad, checked into rehab with a 
lung infection anda nose that wouldn't work. 

“I couldn’t getanything up there,” he says. 
“Itwas so bloody and scabby, having traded off 
Ecstasy, coke and speed. Did so much speed I 
blew out one of my eardrums. Twice.” After a 
30-day bender he broke his jawand got hooked 
on morphine, Oxycontin and Xanax. And he 
smoked crack “as much as possible.” Today, 
his visible orifices look blood-free. Blender is 
impressed. “I clean up well,” he says. “Always 
wanted to make it to 32. Keith Moon and John 
Bonham both died at 32. No one dies at 29; 
that’s just dick.” 

* 


BACKSTAGE AT THE Viper Room on the 


Sunset Strip, Jeramy “Rainbow” Gritter, a 
vision of glam rock with a foot-long halo of 
hair, blue eyeshadow and a white jacket with 
a handpainted unicorn, is tuning his guitar. 
“I'm trying to get a vibe,” he says, twisting 
the knobs. Gritter, 27, is the newest member, 
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California’s 0.G. folk-rockers 
the Byrds play to a beach 
party full of stoned kids at 
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Colony a in 1968. 
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After an impromptu jam 
session in BOB DYLAN's 
Point Dume backyard, '80s 
supergroup the Traveling 
Wilburys—Dylan, George 
Harrison, Roy Orbison, Tom 
Petty and Jeff Lynne—record 
their first song, “Handle With 
Care,” in Dylan's home studio. 


On her 27th birthday, 
MADONNA marries actor 
SEAN PENN on a cliff 
overlooking the Pacific. 
Guests include David 
Letterman, Christopher 
Walken, Rosanna Arquette 
and Cher, who has a place 
right down the PCH. 


In 1994, AXL ROSE 

begins work on an eagerly 
anticipated new Guns N’ 
Roses album at his Latigo 
Canyon manor. Titled Chinese 


Democracy, it promises to be 
one of the biggest records of 
the year. And of the next year, 
and the next... 


At her Malibu Colony mansion 
in 1977, country-rock 
songbird LINDA RONSTADT 
throws a Fourth of July party 
with Joni Mitchell, Bonnie 
Raitt, Emmylou Harris and 
friends—or as Raitt says, 
“every girl singer known to 
man.” Pillow fight! 


Swimming alone near the 
home of his label chief Jerry 
Moss in 1976, softie singer- 
songwriter CAT STEVENS is 
swept out to sea and nearly 
drowns. Believing he was 
saved by God, Stevens quits 
music and devotes his life 
to Islam. 


having replaced Duane Betts, son of Allman 
Brothers guitarist Dickey. As the Harlem-born 
son ofa factory worker, raised in “shitty places 
like Allentown,” Gritter is the self-professed 
“Rocky” of Whitestarr. 

Gritter met Adler at one of his “infamous 
parties with too many girls running around.” 
The pair “liked each other’s look” and sched- 
uled an audition. After almost stalling his 89 
Ford Tempo up the driveway, Rainbow plugged 
in, played Hendrix, and was given the keys to 
Orbison’s SUV. When thecash-strapped guitar- 
ist said the gas-guzzling truck was killing him, 
Orbison gave him a more economical Mer- 
cedes. “And all of a sudden, I was poolside in 
Miami, surrounded by celebrities,” says Gritter. 
“I feel like I'm ina comic book.” 

When the band take the Viper Room stage 
and rumble into action, girls, silicone sheathed 
in gold skin and feet bundled in gold sandals, 
wiggle in place, their eyes checking the periph- 
ery of the room. A shirtless Adler rooster-struts 
so hard, his jeans fall to show three inches of 
butt crack; then he stands on the monitor and 
holds on to the ceiling with one hand. A girl in 
pelts and a miniskirt jumps onstage while a 
wobbly blonde burbles into Adler’s mic. “Don't 
drive home, baby girl,” he says. During “Since,” 
the “I don’tlove you anymore” anti-ballad, Tony 
Potato, in a poncho, sits and folds his hands in 
prayer; the devoted raise their lighters. 


Whitestarr are nothing if nota good time. 
“We're just trying to bring back the good old 
fun rock & roll, witha new edge anda dancer,” 
says 25-year-old bass player Damon Webb— 
who lives on a Malibu ranch handed down by 
his grandfather, a scientist who taught dol- 
phins to communicate with humans and 
made LSD with Timothy Leary. 

Here on the Sunset Strip, Whitestarr 
seem to have everything needed to play outan 
Almost Famous fantasy of ’7os-style stadium- 
rock stardom—the look, the flash, the aristo- 
cratic DNA, even a schoolbus that transports 
pretty young things from gigs to digs. Every- 
thing, that is, apart from an actual audience. 
Buteven if they're still only playing their sandy 
songs about sex to 100 friends on a Tuesday, 
they’re not about to ditch their dream just yet. 

I’m not saying that we're good music,” 
says Orbison. “There’s always going to be 
someone who plays louder than you do, 
someone who's younger, better. Buthere’s the 
catch: There’s no place that any of us would 
rather be.” * 


U8 Gi following evening, Adler 


is feeling under the weather. “My girl is going 
to bring me soup,” he says. “She thinks I’man 
old man, and 1am.” 

When Adler met Mischa Barton, he 


“WE ARE ‘BEHIND THE 
MUSIC BEFORE THE MUSIC 
CAME OUT.” essrmen 


says he couldn't look at her because she was 
so pretty, but he knew they'd be together. “I 
always know,” he says. 

As ifon cue, a promo for The O.C. comes 
onthe plasma screen, drawing a grimace from 
Adler. “That’s when itjust gets weird,” he says. 
“With the paparazzi, it’s as if I’m defined by 
the relationship. But I’m not Kevin Federline! 
Although that dude fascinates me. I’m root- 
ing for him.” 

Adler wants to make his own mark, at 
once modeled after and outside his father’s 
shadow. “Hey, if we could buy a platinum 
record, we would,” he laughs. “But I want to 
build my own empire, be a patriarch like my 
dad. None of this is mine,” he says, motioning 
tothe house his father once lived in, its record- 
ing studio and pool, the gold and platinum 
records that still hang on the walls. “Plus, I 
have to get rich and buy my moma house.” 

Adler has many aspirations—“I want to 
sell millions and millions ofrecords, obvious- 
ly ... acting, directing, everything. But I just 
want to get my own shit. I don’t want fame. | 
want success.” [#08] 
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Hug it out, bitches 
(Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
left to right): Nick Zinner, 
Karen O and Brian Chase. 
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“SO, WHAT DO you guys fight about when you're on the road?” 


The three members of the Yeah Yeah Yeahs fidget uncomfort- 
ably on a black leather sofa, the long, awkward silence following the 
shrink’s question punctured only by a fit of nervous laughter from 
lead singer Karen O. Guitarist Nick Zinner absently pets a stuffed 
puppy on his lap. Drummer Brian Chase stares at Blender’s tape 
recorder and grits his teeth. 

With only a week to go before the start of a long year on the road 
promoting their stellar second album, Show Your Bones, the now- 
graduated darlings of the New York underground figured a visit to 
Dr. Robert Reiner—not the portly This Is Spinal Tap director but a 
$400-an-hour behavioral therapist on Manhattan’s tony Upper East 
Side—would prove a healthy, cathartic, restorative means of blowing 
Blender’s $8.48. Sort of like Metallica’s group-hug documentary, Some 
Kind of Monster, only intentionally hilarious. But what was intended as 
a lighthearted romp through trust exercises, foam-bat bashing and 
maybea verse of “Kumbaya” instead has consisted of some thorough- 
ly humorless grilling about their fears, insecurities and latent grudg- 
es. The band insist that they don't fightatall ... but one more question 
about deep-seeded resentments and unspoken jealousies and they 
just might start. 

They've been good sports about the analysis so far: “Touring is 
very claustrophobic,” admits Chase, 28. “There's no escape and you 
have no personal time.” 

“Everyone smells bad,” adds Zinner, the band’s oldest member at 
33, although he looks half that. “I get incredible stage fright an hour 
before I go to play. I can’teven look at the audience.” 

“There’s a massive amount of pressure, and | feel slightly more 


ON THE EVE OF A STRESSFUL WORLD TOUR, 
THE YEAH YEAH YEAHS BLOW BLENDER'S 
CASH ON HIGH-END, METALLICA-STYLE 
THERAPY, ONLY TO DISCOVER THAT TRUE 
ENLIGHTENMENT COMES FROM HIGH-END, 
METALLICA-STYLE BOOZING 


BY STEVE KANDELL 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY KENNETH CAPPELLO 


isolated because I’m the only chick,” laments the 27-year-old O, wear- 
ing her hair in a soon-to-be-fashionable-again Dorothy Hamill bob 
cut. “People have different expectations from me because I’m the face 
of the band.” 

Nearly three years since the lovelorn, slow-burn ballad “Maps” 
put them on the, um, map, the Yeah Yeah Yeahs appear to be the rare 
next-big-thing act to actually deliver on that promise, albeit not with- 
out a price, psychologically. But now, following a hectic day of inter- 
views and meetings and photo shoots and 20 minutes of psychobab- 
ble in which the term “ego boundaries” has been uttered twice, the 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs are finished airing dirty laundry. More bad news: 
Dr. Reiner thinks taking out frustrations via foam bats is “gimmicky.” 
The visibly freaked-out band would clearly prefer standard-issue Lou- 
isville Sluggers at this point. 

Befitting her reputation as a trendsetting style icon, O points to 
a Darth Vaderesque helmet tucked beneath the doctor's desk. “What 
would happen if! put that on?” 

Dr. Reiner explains how he helps patients conquer phobias by 
introducing them to the offending stimuli via virtual reality in a safe, 
neutral environment. Or, as the doctor proudly calls it, “A Clockwork 
Orange in reverse.” He leads the trio into another office and starts 
rummaging through tangles of wires and expensive, ostensibly non- 
gimmicky gadgets in stainless steel cases. 

Within moments, the tension is lifted—Karen is sprawled out on 
a massage recliner, jiggling violently in a manner not dissimilar to 
her patented onstage thrashings, while Nick is strapped to a biofeed- 
back machine, learning a deep-breathing exercise designed to mini- 
mize performance anxiety. > 
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“The doctor's like a gang- 
ster of psychology,” O con- 
fides to Blender. “No half-step- 
ping here. I bet his car is total- 
ly pimped out!” 

Chase sits quietly on the 
floor wearing the virtual- 
reality headgear and a jacket 
draped over his head to block 
out light. The monitor dis- 
plays a car driving on a highway. “This one 
helps people get over fear of flying,” boasts 
Dr. Reiner. “Right now, we're on the way to 
LaGuardia, which is when many people start 
feeling nervous.” More bookish in appear- 
ance and demeanor than his gothier-looking 
bandmates, Chase is not, it must be noted, 
afraid of flying, but plays along anyway. 

“Ts this the Triboro Bridge?” he asks from 
under the coat. “Traffic looks OK so far. Are 
we coming from the Bronx?” 

Does O have any phobias that could ben- 
efit from the virtual-reality treatment? “Giv- 
ing birth, maybe,” she says, voice trilling 
from the full-body pummeling. “Is there one 
for that?” 

“You mean something that can simulate 
painful contractions of the vagina?” Dr. Rein- 
er snorts. “No, I don’thave that.” 

Meanwhile, the biofeedback meter 
offers empirical evidence that the band’s 
wispy, Robert Smith-coiffed guitarist is, in 
fact, becoming calmer, his breaths slower 
and more controlled. “He’s very talented,” 
Dr. Reiner whispers to Blender, genuine- 
ly impressed. But does Zinner feel that it’s 
working? Would he conceivably do this exer- 
cise an hour before a show, in lieu of franti- 
cally pacing or chain-smoking? 

“Sure, it’s very yogic,” he replies. “True 
ninjas can stop their breathing entire- 
ly. Although you never want to get too low 
before a show.” 

With $4.48 left in the coffers after dis- 
pensing with Dr. Reiner’s session fee, Zinner 
could conceivably purchase the unit as an 
investment in the calm, collected, anxiety- 
free future of his band. “Hmm,” he says, 
weighing the options, “I'd rather spend it 
on expensive alcohol.” Well, he’s in luck— 
New York totally has expensive alcohol. And 
there’s only one type strong enough to wash 
the taste of high-tech feel-goodery out of 
their mouths: tequila. Unbelievably expen- 


sive tequila. 
ES EL decamp downtown to chi- 


chi Mexican spot Dos Caminos, Karen con- 
fesses that she’s partial to swigs of Patron to 
rile herself up before concerts, but she holds 
another brand near and dear to her heart. “Lil 
Jon poured Corazén down my throat at the 
VMAs a couple of years ago, and until then, 
I'd never had the experience of going from 
being drunk to completely passing out in a 
matter of seconds,” she recalls, sort of. “My 
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Clockwise from top left: L’chaim!; 
bristling under Dr. Reiner’s question- 
ing; Karen O guaranteeing everyone's 
gonna be wearing virtual-reality 
goggles in Williamsburg next year. 
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legs buckled and for the rest of the night I was 
totally destructive and out of control. Happy, 
but out of control.” 

The featured tequila on Dos Caminos’s 
menuis Jose Cuervo1800 Coleccién—priced 
at a modest $125 ... per shot. They take three, 
with margarita chasers. 

Zinner seems to be the most impressed 
bythe1800’s smoky, budget-busting smooth- 
ness: “I don’t even have to swallow it!” he 
enthuses, swallowing anyway. “It’s like liq- 
uid gold.” Chase, who is, he explains apol- 
ogetically, really much more of a wine guy, 
finds the shot “butterscotchy,” O thinks the 
tequila tastes “whiskeyesque,” but stress- 
es that she means that as a 
compliment. 

Decompressed from 
the unwanted head-shrink- 
ing, Karen acknowledges 
that the band’s new album, 
Show Your Bones, more pol- 
ished than its predeces- 
sor, posed unique challeng- 
es. For starters, the Jersey 
native moved to Los Angeles while Zinner 
and Chase stayed in New York. But even 
trickier than logistics have been her post- 
“Maps” semi-fame and her now-kaput rela- 
tionship with director Spike Jonze. The latter 
is laid bare in frank new songs like “Cheated 
Hearts” and the album-closing “Turn Into,” 
while the former remains an ongoing source 
of befuddlement. 

“I guess the way I deal with it is, 1 keep 


HOW THEY SPENT IT 


fucking up,” Karen shrugs, scooping some 
guacamole onto a tortilla chip. “My life’s 
much quieter in Los Angeles than it was in 
New York, which allowed me to just focus on 
these songs.” 

So, then: Given the choice between cop- 
ing with rock stresses through newfangled 
behavioral therapy or good old-fashioned 
hooch, which method has the edge? Finally, 
some dissension in the ranks. 

“I'd go with the tequila,” says Zinner, 
seemingly disavowing his earlier respira- 
tory-related breakthrough and ninja aspi- 
rations. “Old habits die hard. Tequila today, 
relaxation tomorrow.” 

“Therapy's healthier,” 
Chase counters. “It lets you 
get out of your own head 
so you can guide yourself 
through anxieties. Drink- 
ing over something doesn't 
change the problem.” 

Karen O breaks the tie, 
as only a true leader can: 
“I’m trying to wean myself 
off self-medication—I don’t think my liver 
appreciates that path. So, | like the combo, 
the two-for-one.” 

The check arrives justas the band’s man- 
ager comes to collect his well-adjusted, well- 
buzzed charges—time for rehearsal ... or 
maybe another interview, it’s all a blur, “You 
know, that massage chair was pretty cool,” O 
says. “We should pack that in a U-Haul and 
take it on tour.” [aos] 
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“the hitman 


He was a millionaire at 19. He's written or produced half 
the songs on the radio. Mariah Carey owes her comeback to him. 
So why is convinced everyone is against him? 


BY JODY ROSEN 
PHOTOGRAPH BY JOHN MIDGLEY 
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ts a breezy, mild January night in Los Angeles, and Jermaine 
Dupri is ensconced at a swank Japanese restaurant in West Hol- 
lywood, where he’s busy doing what he does just about every wak- 
ing hour: furiously multi-tasking. Spread out on the tablein front 
of him are some expensive little machines—a pair of gleaming 
top-of-the-line cellphones and a two-way pager that looks like 
something James Bond would use to detonate a ballistic mis- 
sile—which Dupri works continuously. At the same time, he is 
whispering instructions to an assistant who’s on his own cell- 
phone call; scanning the celeb-packed restaurant crowd (“Ain't 
that that motherfucker Tricky?”); greeting admirers who arrive to 
pay respects; and, oh yeah, conducting an interview with Blender. When the waiter 
turns up with menus, Dupri, who is tapping out an e-mail on the two-way, doesn’t 
even look up. “We don’t need menus, man, thanks. Just tell the chef to make mea 


‘]D Salad.’ He knows what that means.” 


Dupri is used to being busy, but not this busy. The 32-year-old Atlanta native 


has long been one of hip-hop's most in- 
demand producers and high-profile moguls, 
the founder and CEO of So So Def Records— 
the Diddy of the Dirty South. Then, in January 
2005, Dupri was named President of Virgin 
Records’ urban music division, a multi-year 
deal said to be worth more than $15 million, 
plus untold back-end. “I hope you don’t think 
I’m being rude,” he says. “There's justsomany 
demands on my time these days. It's crazy.” 
It's true. Associates are constantly pes- 
tering him about tasks large and small. (“JD, 
you gonna call Sleepy Brown? It's his birth- 
day today. He’s your artist, man.”) In the mid- 


dle of dinner, Dupris assistant leans over and : 
hands him yet another cellphone: “It’s M.C.” It 
takes Blendera couple of minutes to figure out 
that “M.C.” is Mariah Carey, whose remark- : 
able 2005 career resuscitation Dupri large- : 
ly engineered. The Grammys are coming up i 
ina couple of weeks, and Dupriand Carey are 
co-hosting a blowout party after the ceremo- 
ny, but based on the snatches of conversation 
that drift into earshot, Dupriisn’t doing party- 
planning so muchas soothing his friend's pre- 
Grammy jitters. “Madonna?” he exclaims at : 
one point, in his lightly lilting Georgia twang. 
“Don't you worry about Madonna. She just : 
making that do-da-do-da music,” he laughs, : 


imitating a corny house beat. 


After dinner, Dupriandhisentourage pile 
into an SUV and make their way across town 
to a recording studio where, needless to say, 
Dupri is working on several things at once: a_i 
trackforrapperT.I.,a Reverend Runremixand } 
his current marquee project, the new album 
by his girlfriend Janet Jackson, which he is co- i 
producing with Jimmy Jam and Terry Lewis. 
Next week he starts work on tracks for thenew : 
Ludacris album. As the SUV rolls easton Sun- } 
set Boulevard, the radio blares out the fruits of 
his feverish industry—seemingly every other 
song is a Dupri-produced hit. One minute : 
it's Nelly’s “Grillz,” the current No.1 song in : 
the country, next it’s “I Think They Like Me,” 
the breakout single by Dupris latest charg- 
es, Atlanta rap quartet Dem Franchize Boyz. } 
“You've got a lot of songs on the radio these } 
days,” Blender says. Dupri looks up from his ! 
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two-way. “Not enough,” he says, grinning. 
Dupri has grown accustomed to mak- 
ing hit records—he’s been doing it almost 
halfhis life. He first hit No. 1in 1992 at age 19 
with “Jump,” the buoyant bubblegum rap hit 
he wrote and produced for kiddie MCs Kriss 
Kross, In 1994 he founded So So Def and has 
racked up hit after hit—to date, 20 No. 1 hip- 
hop or R&B singles, all while maintaining an 
almostcasual platinum-selling career asa solo 
rapper. Statistically speaking, Jermaine Dupri 
may be the single most successful artist-pro- 
ducer in hip-hop and R&B over the last decade 


Tenaciously guarding the breast of girlfriend Janet Jackson. i 


and a half—in all of popular music, for that 
matter. Much of the current musical zeitgeist, 
from the commercial dominion of Southern 
rappers to the mix of pop melody and jittery 
hip-hop rhythm that dominates hit radio, can 
be traced directly back to Dupri. 

Over the past few years, Dupri has tight- 
ened his music-industry stranglehold. He was 
the guiding production force behind the top- 
selling albums of 2004 (Usher's Confessions) 
and 2005 (Carey’s The Emancipation of Mimi). 
He has posh homes in Atlanta, L.A. and New 
York (“Miami's next,” he promises); at least 
seven luxury cars; a $100,000 bling-encrusted 
Bulgari watch on his wrist; a successful Atlan- 
ta restaurant; controlling interest in a vodka 
company; plans to open his own boutique 
hotel; and most of the biggest hitmakers in the 
world eager to bow down and kiss his ring, 

And yet, Dupri’s posture remains that of 
the embattled underdog. He was inexplicably 
overlooked fora Producer of the Year Grammy 
nomination, a snub that, for Dupri, isemblem- 
atic. “As successful as I am, I know the music 
gods are still against me. I can’t seem to get in 
good with those gods. Whatam I going to have 
to do? Make an album that sells Go million?” 


he first thing you notice about 
Jermaine Dupri is his height— 
or lack thereof. He stands at just 
over five-foot-four, and since 
he surrounds himself with big 


: bodyguards and bigger automobiles, he often 
: seems smaller than that. Dupri’s small stature 
: hasgenerateda lotof snickers and jokes, espe- 
: cially since hestarted dating Jackson five years 
} ago; a recent episode of Nick Cannon Presents 


Wild 'N Out, MTV’s hip-hop improv comedy 


show, included a Dupriimpression by acome- 
:_ dian walking on his knees. In real life, though, 


Dupri wears his 64 inches confidently. He’s 


: the rare mega-successful small dude without 
; anobvious Napoleon complex. 


He was born in Asheville, North Carolina, 


_ : andraisedin the College Park section of Atlan- 

i ta. His father, Michael Mauldin, was a musi- 
: cian, concert promoter and manager of R&B 
: groups,and Dupri'sinterestin musicsurfaced 
: atan early age. When his son was 3 years old, 
Mauldin bought him his first drum kit. “He 
i was always banging on things, making little 
i beats up,” Mauldin remembers. 


But Dupri's first big talent was dancing. 


! By the age of g he was winning talent contests 
: and performing atshowcases with some ofhis 
: father’s acts, like ‘80s funk legends Cameo. 
: That same year, in 1982, Jermaine jumped 
: onstagetodanceata Diana Ross concert, bring- 
: ing down the house with slick moves learned 
: from studying Michael Jackson videos, “The 
i next day itwas on the cover of the Atlanta Jour- 
? nal-Constitution,” Mauldin recalls. 


Soon Mauldin was hooking his son up 


with dancing gigs for other big-name clients. 


From 1983 to 1985, Mauldin was production 
coordinator for the New York City Fresh Festi- 
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val, the firstnationwide hip-hop tour, featuring 
Run-D.M.C., Whodini, Grandmaster Flash and 
other legends. Jermainewas the tour’s unofficial 
mascot—the kiddie breakdancer who opened 
ihe show from coast to coast. He became tight 
with old-school greats like Run and Jam Master 
Jay; he popped and locked in the video for Who- 
din?s “Freaks Come Out at Night.” Today, few 
people realize that Dupri was so immersed in 
hip-hop’s heyday. “I’m from '84, man,” Dupri 
says, “when hip-hop was real hip-hop.” 

By age 16, Dupri was finding his feet as a 
local DJ and producer, spinning records and 
making mixtapes using the moniker So So Def 
Productions. He persuaded a fledgling R&B 
girl group, Silk Tymes Leather, to hire him as 
a producer. The demo secured the act a Geffen 
recording contract. 

“I didn’teven have my own equipment,” he 
says. “I had to go to somebody else's house who 
had a keyboard and beatboxes.” 

When Dupri was 18 he happened into an 
Atlanta mall wherea pair of 12-year-old rappers, 
Chris “Mack Daddy” Kelly and Chris “Daddy 
Mack” Smith were putting on a very rough- 
around-the-edges show. Dupri took the duo 
under his wing, taught them to rap properly 
and gave them some baseball jerseys and baggy 
jeans to wear—backwards. He wrote and pro- 
duced. dozen hook-filled songs with corny lyr- 
ics buta muscular sound. The result was Totally 


DUPRI MAY BE THE Lesa 


IN R&B OVER THE LAST 
DECADE AND A HALF—IN ALL 
OF POPULAR MUSIC, FOR THAT 
MATTER. 


Krossed Out, which rocketed Dupri up the charts 
and made him a millionaire several times over 
atage 1g. 

“| met my goal—I wanted to make a mil- 
lion before I was 21,” he says. “I was rich, | was 
cocky, I didn’t give a shit. | knew I wasn't look- 
ing back.” 


30 p.., Studio Atlantis, Los Angeles. 

A chilly night in late January. Dupri 

is in a small mixing room, with his 

feet up on the crate of vinyl records— 

breakbeat compilations, mostly—he 
brings with him wherever he travels. As usual 
he’s sharply dressed, in pricey designer home- 
boy garb: crisp T-shirt, sagging jeans, camou- 
flage Adidas sneakers. He seems to change 
sneakers a few times a day. 

Until now, Dupri’s production work has 
been restricted to rap and R&B records, but, 
he tells Blender, that might soon be changing. 
“T've been talking about working with Wee- 
zer,” he says. “I love rock music. The first time 
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KRISS KROSS 
“JUMP” qurrHouse/coLumeia (1992) 


wards jeans dropped a bunch of PG rhymes and 
sold 4 million copies of their debut in the process. 
All novelty hits should sound this good a decade 
and a half later. 


DA BRAT 

“FUNKDAFIED” soso per/cuaos (1994) 

> Before The Surreal Life, Shawntae Harris was a 
Chicago teen with JD in her corner, who achieved 
brief success while talking shit and wearing outfits 
that were less revealing than your mailman’s. 


USHER 

“YOU MAKE ME WANNA...” Larace (1997) 

> JD helps a young Atlanta smoothie transform 
from minor-league plaything to |8-year-old sex 
wizard—and R&B's reigning bard of cheating. It hit 
No, 2in the pop charts. 

JD WITH JAY-Z 

“MONEY AIN’T A THANG” 

SO SO DEF/ROC-A-FELLA (1998) 

> Jay-Z crossed over big on his third album, and 
anyone who ever dismissed him as obsessed with 
“money-cash-ho's” did so because of songs like 
this one; a breathless catalogue of jewelry, luxury 
cars and groupies. 

JAGGED EDGE WITH NELLY 

“WHERE THE PARTY AT” soso oer (2001) 


was potent enough to make the chorus's stale 
“party/Bacardi” rhyme sound fresh. 

USHER 

“CONFESSIONS PT. II” Laracevarista (2004) 
> From 2004's bestselling CD, a ballad about 

learning that the chick you're creeping with is 


because, c’mon, you were man enough to tell her, 


I heard Nirvana, I knew that shit was real.” 

Musically, Dupri is extremely hard to 
pin down. He's proven equally adept at booty 
music and slow jams. He’s had hits with brit- 
tle digital-age R&B songs and neosoul ballads. 
Unlike the other elite hip-hop/R&B produc- 
ers—Timbaland, the Neptunes, Kanye West, 
Dr. Dre—he doesn’thave a readily identifiable 
style, which might explain why, despite his out- 
sized commercial success, he’s never enjoyed 
the high profile of some of his peers. Dupri 
functions more like an old-fashioned produc- 
er—tailoring songwriting and production to 
theindividual artist—than a star producer who 
stamps his soundon every record he makes. It 
has made Duprian artist's producer, the go-to 
guy for huge talents with huger egos. 

“He’s the most important producer in 
R&B, a kind of Motown for the hip-hop era,” 
says Mariah Carey. “He's got all these great 
rhythmicand melodicideas, and he puts them 
together in a way that’s magical.” 

Carey’s astonishing 2005 turnaround 


> Overseen by then-nobody Dupri, two kids in back- 


> Dupri’s strangely chopped uptempo guitar sample 


pregnant—then insisting your girlfriend forgive you 


YOUR HANDY GUIDE To THE BEST OF JERMAINE DUPRI's 
DEFINITIVELY UN-WIGGITY-WACK LIFE BEHIND THE BOARDS 


MARIAH CAREY 

“WE BELONG TOGETHER" 

ISLAND (2005) 

> From 2005's bestselling CD, a breakup-and- 
reconciliation jam that dripped its deep reserves of 
ionging and regret all over the dancefloor at high 
school proms, wedding anniversaries and every- 
where in between. 


DEM FRANCHIZE BOYZ 

“| THINK THEY LIKE ME” (soso DEF REMIX) 
SO SO DEF/VIRGIN (2006) 

> The first high-profile release of Dupri's Virgin 
regime is naggingly, brutally, manically catchy— 
consisting of little more than the title repeated 
over and over, it helped intraduce the world to 
Atlanta’s minimalist “snap music.” 

JONAH WEINER 


Kriss Kross: Least- 
threatening, Gun 
hands. Ever; 


now serves as inspiration and blueprint for 
labels attempting similar large-scale reclama- 
tion projects. One such overhaul is currently 
being commandeered by Dupri, although he 
bitterly disputes that his girlfriend requires 
anything of the kind. 

Dupri met Janet Jackson six years ago, 
when he worked on a remix of Jackson's 
“Someone to Call My Lover.” They've been dat- 
ing since, and for several months now, Dupri 
has been burning the midnight oil, working 
on 20 Years Old, the new album he hopes will 
bea throwback of sorts. The title alludes to the 
20 years that have passed since the release of 
Jackson's classic Control, and along with Jam 
and Lewis, Dupriis doing his best to bottle a lit- 
tle ’80s-style techno-pop lightning. 

“] think her record needs to sound like old 
Human League records,” Dupri says. “That's 
the type of sound | want, with the drums right 
up in your face.” 

When Blender asks to hear some of the 
tracks, Dupri demurs. “Naw, I can't do that. + 
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[ JERMAINE DUPRI ] 


It’s not ready. It’s in the kitchen cooking.” In 
conversation, Dupri has a tendency to swing 
wildly from cockiness to self-deprecation, 
from sly jokes to indignation about the record 
industry powers arrayed against him, But 
when the subject of Janet comes up, he’s100% 
the gallant beau, zealously guarding her pri- 
vacy and defending her against “all that non- 
sense that gets talked.” 

There’s been alot of talk about Janet falling off 
on her last couple of records, People are saying you 
need to work the same magic for Janet that you did 

for Mariah. 

“What people gotta understand about 
Janet is that she ain't never made a bad record, 
She just had a bunch of bad press from the 
Super Bowl incident, I'll tell you the thing | 
hated the most about that: The press acted like 
it was a publicity stunt to sell records, She's 
from the biggest musical family in the world. 
Her brother's on the TV every day for1o years. 
She don’t need no fuckin’ publicity.” 

Ts Janet nervous at all about the new record? 

“I don't think Janet feels pressure. The 
pressure is actually on me. Everyone is like, 
‘Jermaine, you've been doing great, but this 
could be the one where you drop the ball,’ It’s 
all on me. I'm the producer and the president 
of the label. Ifmy lefthand gives my righthand 
the wrong record, then I fucked up.” 


f you really want to know Jermaine 

Dupri, you have to go to Atlanta. “In 

L.A., I’m Janet's boyfriend,” Dupri 

says. “In Atlanta, I'm Jermaine 

Dupri.” On the drive into downtown 
Atlanta from the airport, you pass a big, gar- 
ish billboard that reads “Welcome to Atlanta, 
Home of So So Def,” featuring a 20-foot-high 
rendering of the label's giant Afroman insig- 
nia. Dupri says he knows the sign is ugly, but 
he doesn’t care—he wants people to recog- 
nize that So So Defis a musical institution in 
town, Atlanta's equivalent of Motown. Once 
you pass the billboard, it’s just a few more 
minutes down the road to the label’s head- 
quarters, a rambling, low-slung warehouse 
at the end ofa dead-end street. 

It's quite a spot, a workplace that dou- 
bles as a superfly playground, complete 
with a So So Def poker table and a full bas- 
ketball court: Pimp My Office. On this partic- 
ular Wednesday night in February, Dupri is 
moving back and forth between two state-of 
the-art studios, working with R&B smoothie 
Joe in one room while mixing a Chris Brown/ 
Bow Wow collaboration in the other. The pre- 
vious week, Dem Franchize Boyz’ album, On 
Top of Our Game, debuted at No. 5 on the Bill- 
board album chart, and Dupri is excited that 
he’s helping to break a homegrown Atlanta 
sound, “snap music,” the crunked-up club 
genre that substitutes finger snaps for the 
thwack ofa snare drum, 

“Virgin should be happy with how things 
are going,” Dupri says. “That's the biggest 
urban market share they've ever had.” 
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Front row seats 
(clockwise from 
top left): With 
Usher at a Hawks 
game; at his 
Atlanta studio; 
hanging with his 
pops. 


Dupri is a studio rat at heart, and it's 
uncertain how a desk job will ultimately suit 
him, even one worth $15 mil. “I haven't been 
in the Virgin office since the Franchize record 
came out,” he admits, tugging on the brim of 
his So So Def baseball cap. “Virgin might say 
to me, ‘Jermaine, you don’t come to the office 
enough,’ But this is my office. That’s why they 
make all these fuckin’ machines,” he says, 
pointing to his cellphones and pager. “You 
never know, they might just get rid of me. Get- 
ting rid of me would show me I'm getting too 
big for my britches.” 

Dupri has other reasons for feeling itchy 
today. The Grammys took place a couple of 
weeks back, and he’s clearly taken the voters’ 


“AS SUCCESSFUL AS | AM, 
| KNOW THAT THE [sled ere}ats 


ARE STILL AGAINST ME fi 


snubbing of Mariah Carey personally. 

“How can you not give Mariah Carey an 
award on the telecast?” he sneers. “Especially 
when you used her to sell the show in the first 
place! This is Mariah fucking Carey!” 

To add insult to injury, the Dupri/Carey 
ultra-exclusive Grammy afterparty at the Bev- 
erly Hills mansion of supermarket magnate 
Ron Burkle was broken up by the police. To 
Dupri, it’s further sign of industry disrespect. 

“It was a beautiful party. The guest list 
was incredible: Jay-Z, Beyoncé, Britney, Eddie 
Murphy, Chris Tucker, Stevie Wonder. And the 
cops gonna come? Fuck! Once again, | think 
this was someone out there putting their fin- 
ger down saying, ‘Naw, this isn’t gonna hap- 
pen.’ They don't want me to succeed, because 
I'm the youngest person out there doing what 
I'm doing.” 


He pauses. “And that,” Dupri says, “is 
why I've named myself Anakin.” 

Come again? 

“When I watched Star Warsand saw what 
they did to Anakin, I didn’t feel alone any- 
more. I knew thatthis had happened to some- 
one else. When you're the youngest, older 
people don’t want to see you succeed,” 

He laughs. “When you're little and you're 
watching the music industry, you think that 
when you hit number one, then you are num- 
ber one. But even if you're number one, there 
are people who make you feel like you're num- 
ber 15. I'm undoubtedly number one. But the 
music industry is so fucked with, I can’t be 
number one until they decide to let me.” 

He jumps up, pokes his head in the door 
of the adjacent studio and grabs a huge metal 
Darth Vader mask. “That's why | gotta go like 
this,” he says, laughing and brandishing the 
mask. “Anakin became Vader because of this 
very reason. | just might have to destroy every- 
body in the universe.” 


hat night, Dupri and his posse 

get caught up in a poker game 

until about 1:30 in the morn- 

ing. Finally, at 2, they roll out 

en masse, heading to the spot 
where Dupri goes to “give my head a break 
from the studio,” It’s called Body Tap, a big, 
roadhouse-style strip club, frequented by 
homeboys and members of Atlanta's hip- 
hop and sports elite: big men in hoodies and 
immaculate sneakers, with huge wads of cash 
in hand. 

When Dupriand company arrive, the club 
is packed to the rafters. They're whisked to the 
front, cups of Grey Goose vodka appear, and 
buck-naked strippers immediately descend. 
Soon the DJ is going nuts, spinning Franchize 
Boyzsongs and bellowing, “JD in the mother- 
fucking building! So So Defin the place, y'all!” 
above the din. Dupri stands on a chair, gold 
grill in his mouth, wads of $1 bills in hand—at 
Body Tap, it’s all about the Washingtons—and 
starts spraying the bills at the ample derriéres 
of the dancers. Before long, the finest stripper 
in the club has worked her way over to Dupri 
and is grinding her ass right up against his 
crotch. You feel that you should look away; it 
seems wrong to stare at what might rapidly be 
progressing towards a very private moment. 

But then you look up at Dupri, and lo and 
behold, he's got a cellphone glued to his ear 
and is working his two-way pager one-hand- 
ed. Anakin never rests. [#on) 
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MY COMMUNITY 
MY COUNTRY 
MY FUTURE 


AND IT'S ALL WORTH FIGHTING 8 


AN ARMY OF ONE® 


In the Army Reserve you can strengthen yourself and your community as a civilian and a Soldier. Gain technical training, build 
leadership skills, receive money for college and train near home until your country needs you. Find out more at goarmyreserve.com 


FLAMING LIPS 


The soft, cuddly bunnies 
 ofindie rock, Flaming Lips 
«* suddenly turn political on 

their new album. 
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THE 46-YEAR- 
OLD VIRGIN 


SOME VERY OVERDUE SEX DOES WONDERS FOR 
POP’S REPRESSED POPE OF MOPE 


MORRISSEY 


RINGLEADER OF THE TORMENTORS O06 
ATTACK/SANCTUARY seen 


AS THE FLAMBOYANT frontman for the 
Smiths, Morrissey was the patron saint of 
the unloved—a sharp-tongued dandy who 
elevated self-pity to an art. For an entire 
generation of young ’8os loners, many 
of whom went on to form emo bands, he 
offered a way out of everyday gloom by 
plunging even deeper into it. Morrissey 
didn’t just share the angst and insecurities 
of his loyal cult; he transformed them into 
something perversely grand and gallant. 
He was living proof that there was a secret 
fabulousness to being miserable. 


THE STREETS 

British MC Mike Skinner is the 
top gag man in music, and his 
third disc is hilarious, a grip- 
ping book on tape. 


O06 


THE PRETENDERS 
Guitar riffs, cursing, PETA 
protests and motherhood: a 
box set that’s crammed with 
spirit and life. 
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But as the general downward arc of his 
> solo career suggests, woe-is-me melo- 
drama can sound like sad self-absorption 
when you're deep into your 30s. What's more, 
the Morrissey persona has always depended on 
the singer’s almost deity-like abstention from 
real human contact—in other words, on his 
longstanding inability to get laid. It’s never been 
easy to figure out his sexual proclivities: On the 
one hand, he’s an unlikely lust object witha flair 
for homoerotic imagery and an exhibitionistic 
streak (his live shows often climax in a partial 
striptease). On the other, he has gone from 
professing his celibacy to flaunting his ambiva- 
lence, while sprinkling lyrics and interviews 
with coy sidesteps. 
The big news here is that the longest dry 
spell in pop music is over. At 46, on his eighth 
solo outing, the master of repressed innuendo 


HE TRANSFORMS INSECURITY INTO 


SOMETHING [EAN aaa. 


serves up a blushing excess of information. 
“There are explosive kegs between my legs,” 
Morrissey warns on the quietly lovely “Dear 
God, Please Help Me,” detailing a fit of passion 
over a shimmering church organ. And really, 
who can blame this late starter for imbuing 
hanky-panky with holy significance? 
Uninhibited in more ways than one, Ring- 
leader of the Tormentors builds on the second 
wind of You Are the Quarry, the 2004 comeback 
that vaulted him out of a decade-long slump. 
The product of an extended Roman holiday, 
the new album replaces its Los Angeles—bred 


CAN YOU TELL WHICH OF THESE DOUR MUSINGS ARE 
ACTUAL MORRISSEY QUOTES AND WHICH ARE CUNNING 


FAKES? WELL, CAN YOU AT LEAST TRY? 


E) “| remember having a teacher 
who dressed in black like 
an undertaker, smelled of 
formaldehyde and quoted 
Byron. He loathed me.” 


A) “| once bought a Manchester 
United hat and somebody ran 
up behind me and pulled it off. | 
thought, ‘It’s a very cruel world, 
I'm not prepared for this.’ And 
| decided to get my revenge on 
society.” 


B) “I'm a devout celibate. Initially 
| had no choice, and that 
angered me and | became 
quite bitter and twisted.” 


C) “You can look into a mirror and 
wonder, ‘Where have I seen 
that person before?’ And 
then you remember: It was at a 


neighbor's funeral, and it was ona shag.” 
the corpse.” STEVE KANDELL 

D) “Happiness can be an old ANSWERS 
woman falling off a donkey.” “S3NW4 SHL ANY 9 ONY 


“Happiness 
can be anold 
woman falling off 
a donkey.” 


F) “I despised practically 
everything as a child. 
Which does limit one’s 
weekend activities.” 


G) “My celibacy arises from 
my profound disappoint- 
ment in mankind. If | 
could find someone who 
did not repulse me, per- 
haps | could be sold 


predecessor's sunlit resentment with a shad- 
owy grandeur. Recording in Italy’s city of ruins, 
Morrissey, as only an incurable narcissist can, 
takes in the sights and feels their pain. “Piazza 
Cavour,” he sighs. “What's my life for?” 

Improving on the arena-lite gloss of most 
solo Morrissey, longtime David Bowie producer 
Tony Visconti gives these brooding songs stat- 
ure and bombast. The seven-minute thunder- 
and-timpani epic “Life Is a Pigsty” is a wind- 
swept tearjerker, reminiscent of his other solo 
peak, 1994's sumptuous Vauxhall and I. Long- 
time devotees may miss Morrissey’s Smiths- 
era vocal histrionics, but his supple croon has 
matured into a thing of beauty. It’s true that 
his zingers now tend to wilt: “I see the world/ 
It makes me puke" is fine for a petulant high- 
schooler. But what he lacks in wit he makes up 
for in emotional directness. 

Where You Are the 
Quarry proved that 
Morrissey could still 
pull off the tricks of his 
youth, this isa defiantly 
middle-aged record—it’s obsessed with death 
(“The Father Who Must Be Killed,” “You Have 
Killed Me”) and concludes with a resurrection. 
On “At Last Am Born” he admits, “I once was a 
mess of guilt because of the flesh” and declares 
he has no more “reasons to cry.” Not the sort 
of thing determinedly glum fans want to hear, 
but for now it’s hard to begrudge the lifelong 
malcontent this rare happy ending. 

DENNIS LIM 


DOWNLOAD: “Dear God, Please Help Me,” “1 Will 
See You in Far Off Places,” “Life Is a Pigsty” 
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punkers will please 
re, less so music fans 


's and punk rock go together 
like Dick Cheney and buckshot— 
which is why, aside from Green 
Day's tasteful, Grammy-winning 
dissent, the genre's relative silence 
during the Bush presidency has 
been puzzling. Enter Anti-Flag, a 
Pittsburgh quartet of rough-and- 
tumble Nation subscribers who 
after a decade of underground 
hardcore dominance have taken 
their rage to the major-label 
machine. Their sixth album (which 
comes with a booklet of left-leaning 
links and essays) tackles a laundry 
list of liberal causes, from Iraq to 
the WTO, but frustrates with its 
standard, circle-pit-inducing same- 
ness. Mouthpiece Justin Sane is a 
pro at tickling the conscience, less 
so the eardrums: Only the vitriolic, 
zeitgeist-throttling chant-a-longs 
“The Press Corpse” and "One Tril- 
lion Dollars" have memorable melo- 
dies to go with their messages. 
Next time, more song with that 
protest, please. 

ANDY GREENWALD 

DOWNLOAD: “I'd Tell You But...,” 
“The Press Corpse” 


THE BOY LEAST 
LIKELY TO 


Fanciful, sulking Winnie the Pooh- 
loving Brits sound like very smart 
kindergarteners 


Twee music subverted by worldly 
lyrics: It's an indie-pop tradition 
revived in recent years by Belle and 
Sebastian and the Hidden Cameras. 
To that list add this gentle duo 
from Wendover, England, whose 
fondness for recorders, glocken- 
spiels and toy synths is offset by 
obsessions with lost innocence 
and a horror of the everyday trials 
of adulthood. Sometimes their 
playground confections are sicken- 
ingly marzipan. At other times their 
inner misanthropes get the better 
of them. But when the balance is 
right, and they aim their barbs at 
their own miserable feelings of 
uselessness (“I don’t think I'll ever 


MORRISSEY: BRIAN RASIC/REX USA 


EAGLES: CHAPMAN BAEHLER; FALCO) DESIREE NAVARRO/FILWAAGIC.COM 


be happy unless I'm unhappy”), 
they make magically charming 
ditties your postman could whistle, 
then feel inexplicably upset about. 
Sneaky, clever, even poetic pop with 
room to improve. 

TONY POWER 

DOWNLOAD; “Be Gentle With 
Me,” “The Battle of the Boy Least 
Likely To” 


GARTH BROOKS 


Drawn from here and there, the 
country giant's Wal-Mart-only 
comp is his strongest album since 
Clinton's first term 


Beefed up with six additional unre- 
leased songs since it served as the 
bait disc on his Limited Series box 
last November, this proves, exuber- 
antly, that Garth Brooks honors 
roots—his own. So found within: 
seven great session men (huzzah, 
Bobby Wood!) who've been grooving 
mid-tempo with him since album 
one, three songs from a CD he 
produced in 1999 for ex-bandmate 
Ty England, four more featuring 
Trisha Yearwood, a frequent backup 
partner before he married her in 
December and faced the tabloids 
(“Love Will Always Win"), and a new 
farewell to his old hero, country 
cowboy Chris LeDoux. Plus an anti- 
war folk song and a sex twist to 
join his erotic pantheon: “Allison 
Miranda,” who uses a man for his 
sperm. If you can be as shrewd as 
Allison, you'll tolerate Garth's ever- 
more-twisted quest to become 

the all-time biggest album seller 

in order to hear him wink his way 
through a song about being reincar- 
nated as a cowgirl's saddle. 

ERIC WEISBARD 

DOWNLOAD: “Allison Miranda,” 
“Cowgirl’s Saddle” 


BUILT TO SPILL 


bearers do what they do best, 
pretty darn well 


Built to Spill's Doug Martsch is 

the most modest and faithful of 

all the alt-rock guitar gods who 
adore Neil Young. But he’s also as 
true to himself as the more visibly 
eccentric J Mascis of Dinosaur Jr. 
or Ira Kaplan of Yo La Tengo. Poised 
for the kind of high-yield marginal- 
ity alt bands dreamed of in 1999, 
Martsch's ever-evolving cohort 
waited five years to record this 
avowedly more collaborative album, 
which resembles its predecessors 
much the way Young's do: It plods 
before revealing its considerable 
sonic luxuries and melodic charms. 
Since Young's knack for the 
pungent snippet of tune or meta- 
phor escapes acolytes like Martsch, 


the only one of the 10 solidly enjoy- 
able songs that fully asserts itself 
has a faintly Middle Eastern cast. 
No one who adores dynamite guitar 
solos will care a bit. 

ROBERT CHRISTGAU 

DOWNLOAD: “Conventional 
Wisdom,” “Mess With Time” 


THE COUP 


Conspiracy-theorizing old-school- 
ers breeze through fifth funkadelic 
album 


Boots Riley has gone where few 
rappers dare: down on a woman. 
The Oakland MC and producer 
claims to await revolution (the origi- 
nal album cover of the duo's 2001 
album coincidentally depicted them 
blowing up the World Trade Center), 
but he raps cheerfully about getting 
by and doing right in the meantime. 
This includes, in the laid-back 
Prince-meets-porn-soundtrack 

“| Just Wanna Lay Around All Day 

in Bed With You," enthusiastically 
“givin' head." The group's unrecon- 
structed P-funk would sound tired 
were it not so irresistibly spry—or so 
embellished with Riley's imaginative 
(sometimes paranoid) narratives. 
Fat-bottomed ballad “Tiffany Hall" 
memorializes a neighbor done in 

by liposuction complications, while 
“Ass-Breath Killers,” thick with 
squishy synth, threads a tall tale 
from the slave trade through Rev. 
Martin Luther King to the present. 
Credit Riley's well-exercised tongue. 
NICK CATUCCI 

DOWNLOAD; “Captain Sterling’s 
Little Problem,” “We Are the 
Ones” 


THE DRESDEN DOLLS 


Boston duo mash up punk rock and 
cabaret, sing about transsexuals 
and Nazi sympathizers 


Most of the Dresden Dolls’ second 
album is devoted to the uses of illu- 
sion—and abuses. The title refers 
to the famous 1897 exchange 
between an 8-year-old girl and a 


ILOVE 
THIS CD! 


EDIE FALCO 


ACTRESS, 
THE SOPRANOS 


JONATHA BROOKE 
BACK IN THE CIRCUS aap 00c 


“I've always been a huge, huge 
fan of hers. | like the music, and 
her lyrics are so smart. You can 
listen to her a hundred times 
and always hear something new.” 


newspaper editor about the exis- 
tence of Santa Claus; throughout 
this alternately brash and grandi- 
ose song cycle, pianist and singer 
Amanda Palmer explores sexual 
obsession (including, on the open- 
ing track, sex-change surgery), 
fanatical extremism 

(the protagonist of 


EDM aim their sun-scorched 
blues-rock straight for the crotch. 
The group's second album—which 
compliments Hughes's swaggering 
falsetto with heavier riffs, experi- 
mental blues and even a quasi-goth 
track—is a 40-minute pilgrimage 

to that leatherette 

shrine to American 


“Mrs. O" maintains ASTONISHING romance, the back- 
the Holocaust FACT! seat. Whether he’s 
never happened) MM keeping barely legal 
and the elaborate Eagles of Death Metal singer girls out past curfew 
deceptions that Jesse Hughes used to dance in or using his “master 


alcoholics commit 
daily. Her lyrics drip 
acid, especially 
when she shouts, 
which is often. But 
what makes her screeds work is 
the music she and drummer Brian 
Viglione fervently pound out—an 
amped-up grotesque of torchy 
vaudeville and European parlor 
songs that starts as high-concept 
camp and winds up strangely 
illuminating. 

TOM MOON 

DOWNLOAD: “Backstabber,” 
“Dirty Business” 


EAGLES OF DEATH 
METAL 


Awhite devil and a Queen of the 
Stone Age pump out their second 
alb’ f fantastic horndog boogies 


a cage for tips wearing a 
leather speedo, 
suspenders, boots and 


abib. 


Thoug! group sound nothing 
like Don Henley or Dismembered 
Fetus, their name fits regardless, 
evocative of druggy California and 
sinfulness, albeit not the goat- 
sacrificing variety. Formed by Josh 
Homme of Queens of the Stone Age 
with pal Jesse “The Devil" Hughes, 


key" to unlock their 
“chastity,” Hughes 
pulls off the road- 
house Romeo shtick 
because the music is 
as sexy as it is horny—and because 
his tongue is firmly in cheek, even if 
the cheek isn’t always his own. 
JONAH WEINER 

DOWNLOAD; “I Gotta Feeling 
(ust Nineteen),” “Cherry Cola” 


ELEFANT 


THE BLACK MAGIC SHOW 


NYC quartet's second album sucks 
the joy out of being glamorous 


What's the point of a cheesy goth- 
pop record that isn't any fun? The 
sophomore album from pretty boys 
Elefant envisions a middle distance 
between Interpol and the Killers, 
with the former's downtown cool 
and the latter's flashy ‘80s nostal- 
gia. But the jittery synth lines and 
robot guitar riffs on songs such as 
the decadent wannabe “Sirens” and 
the Gotham elegy “The Lunatic" just 
aren't grabby or dramatic enough 
to distract from applying one’s eye 
makeup. Dashing frontman Diego 
Garcia's lyrics are appropriately 
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overwrought, full of bad girls and 
regrettable decisions. Alas, his voice 
has the charisma of an overworked 
Starbucks barista, so that “Kiss 

me like they do in movies, modern 
child of the night!" sounds like he’s 
shouting out another latte order. Is 
being a glamorous ladykiller really 
that tedious? 

AMY PHILLIPS 


None 


THE FIERY FURNACES 


Keyboard-crazed NYC siblings get 
baffling, sing backwards 


Matt Friedberger, 
the chief song- 
writer/keyboard- 
abuser of the Fiery 
Furnaces, and his 
suede-voiced sister 
Eleanor understand one another as 
nobody else can—they sound vehe- 
mently convinced of the elusive 
sense in their fragmented songs. 
Their fourth album relies on very 
specific, contextless details (“Aren't 
you curious?/A little curious/About 
what the osmanthus blossoms 
taste like?"), wobbly grooves that 
abruptly change direction every few 


Toby Keith contem- 
plates inviting 
Garth Brooks back 
to his pup tent. 


seconds and too many backwards 
vocals. Listen attentively, though, 
and the chaos takes shape—"Oh 
Sweet Woods” features lopsided 
synth-funk and “white-shirt blue- 
tie mystery Mormons" kidnapping 
Eleanor; “Teach Me Sweetheart" 
seems crossbred from a grim folk 
tale and a doo-wop come-on. The 
album's an impossible mess, but so 
lively that it's worth sifting through 
the shrapnel for the tasty bits. 
DOUGLAS WOLK 

“Borneo,” “Police 
Sweater Blood Yow” 


Johnny Rzeznik's new songs are like 
his haircut—expensive and need- 
lessly complicated 


Rock's Extreme Makeover kings, 
Goo Goo Dolls solved their career 
struggles 11 years ago when 

they transformed from thrashy 
Buffalo barflies to slick L.A. power- 
balladeers, Now they've officially 
abandoned all humor and humility 


a ie et sa 


Like any brother and 
sister, the Fiery Furnaces 
don't see eye to eye. 


in pursuit of the perfect chick-flick 
trailer anthem. Uberslick producer 
Glen Ballard indulges Johnny 
Rzeznik's overearnest tendencies, 
hellbent on replicating not just the 
success of their mid-tempo mom- 
rock staple “Name” but the song 
itself. Each track swings for the 
fences, battling to outdo the last in 
soaring choruses and heartrending 
bridges, and the effect is numbing. 
“Better Days” has already accom- 
panied post-Katrina montages, and 
Nickelback have nothing on the 
tortured “Stay With You" ("I can feel 
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the storm inside you!”). Only one 
song exhibits any nuance or creativ- 
ity—a cover of Supertramp’s 1977 
lark “Give a Little Bit.” 
STEVE KANDELL 

None 


VAN HUNT 


ON THE JUNGLE FLOOR Oe 


Late-20s soul rebel from Dayton, < 
Ohio, shakes hands with the devil 
and with Iggy Pop, too 


You know what it means when an 
artist and his publicity department 
talk about how “forward looking” 
the hot prodigy is—it means he's 
retro down to his boots. Which in 
Van Hunt's case is more than fine. 
This soul savant's 2004 debut 

got acclaim, and on his follow-up 
he goes deeper. On one song he 
emotes like Prince ("If | Take You 
Home"), on another he conveys a 
Curtis Mayfield falsetto ("Charac- 
ter"), But he doesn’t write facsimi- 
les of funk and soul greats so much 
as he puts Isley Brothers and Rick 
James skills to work in the service 
of his own lust. “Priest or Police” is 
the title of one great tune—despite 
the authority figures named in the 
title, it's a makeout ballad in which 
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Hunt faces up to guilt and then 
goes for it anyway. Add a punkish 
lgey Pop rewrite ("No Sense of 
Crime”) and you've got just enough 
perversity to enliven the satin- 
sheet sheen of a young soul lord 
who's still sowing his oats. 
RJ SMITH 

“Ride, Ride, Ride,” 
“Suspicion (She Knows Me Too 
Well)” 


GREENSLEEVES 


On his second album, dancehall's 


leading wordsmith is as nasty as he 
b 


One listen ybz Kartel track 
might leave listeners wonder- 
ing why this 27-year-old, who 
possesses neither Sean Paul's 
polish nor Beenie Man's manic 
dynamism, has been dancehall's 
hottest local commodity since 
his 2003 debut. Two listens—or 
however many it takes to decipher 
Kartel's tongue-twisting, patois- 
drenched delivery—might leave 


them shocked, horrified or amused, 


but no longer confused: Kartel is 
Jamaica's most meticulous lyricist, 
rhyming about politics and pussy 
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with equal eloquence. This baggy, 
uneven set has a mixtape feel— 
most beats are basic, most tracks 
lack catchy hooks—but throughout, 
Kartel's love affair with language 
gets both chaste and dirty: From 
stunning social commentary 
("Emergency") to extravagant 
gangsta bravado (“Gun Session") 
to X-rated blow-by-blows (“Rough 
Sex"), Kartel owes as much to 2Pac 
as 2 Live Crew. 
BAZ DREISINGER 

“Emergency,” “Gun 
Session,” “Dutty Landlord” 
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PAUL 
WALKER 


ACTOR, 
THE FAST AND THE FURIOUS 


COLDPLAY 


CAPITOL 


“[ like the emotion. There's a lot 
of passion in the music. | just 
saw them in concert and now | 
like them better than ever.” 


GFUZIOM 


WHITE TRASH WITH MONEY 
O08 


Mr. Boot-in-Your-Ass puts down the 
flag, picks up a li i i 


Toby Keith's idea of a cowboy 

is pretty much the opposite of 
Brokeback Mountain. Putting out an 
album on his own label, the country 
superstar jettisons his reaction- 

ary politics for good old-fashioned 
lovin’. There's something mildly 
distasteful about “Runnin’ Block,” 

a graceful, Spanish-tinged ballad 
where Wingman Toby entertains 

a “big ol' jelly roll" so his buddy 

can score. And if Keith's chief 
requirement for romance is a pair 
of “Vicki's Secret underwear,” it's 
hard to get worked up; he's self- 
mocking enough to earn his laddish 
hell-raising. Especially when the hell 
he raises is so much fun—like "Get 
Drunk and Be Somebody,” a blue- 
collar tale in which Paycheck Friday 
and a trip to the saloon provide the 
rare chance for friends in low places 
to become Nashville stars. 

JOSH EELLS 


“Get Drunk and Be 
Somebody,” “A Little Too Late” 
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BLACK EYED PEAS 
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Drive-By 
Truckers: driving 


@ 4 
AMERICA’S GREATEST ROCK BAND MIX JEFF 
FOXWORTHY WITH NEIL YOUNG 


IFYOU RECOGNIZE yourselfin a Drive-By Truckers song, 
you might be a redneck. Then again, you might also 
be a bootlegger, saw-mill worker, widower, drunk, 
suicide, deserted bride or Southern rock icon. This 
Alabama fivesome—centered around songwriter- 
guitarists Patterson Hood, Mike Cooley and Jason 
Isbell—have staked their own peculiar claim on 
Southern rock, combining aching voices and nimble 
guitars with dire short-story narratives T.C. Boyle 
would envy—plus jokes. 

On their sixth studio album, their plainest and 
most tender, the Truckers sacrifice some tawdry 
detail and historical grounding (no John Henry cam- 
eos) to more faithfully channel the enduring mal- 
aise of their characters. The barn-burners are still 
grimy with brawling guitar, but more than ever shot 
through with delicate light, like dawn seen behind an 
unwashed windshield, and the pithy ballads are crisp 
as cold beer. The startling “Wednesday” gives pop- 
punk drive a deeply textured treatment, its almost 
violent propulsion balanced with Hood's throaty, 
unhurried evocation ofa relationship’s tragic end. In 
“Space City,” a delicate arrangement of picked acous- 
tics overlaid with the thoughts ofa Texan standing at 
his wife’s grave—it’s not a Truckers record without 
death—Cooley’s weariness is uncanny, animated by 
regret and resolve. 

These tales of misfortune imply that better times 
will come around again, although they never settle 
for easy epiphanies. Or for mere sentiment: The 
comically disastrous consequences of an extraordi- 
nary bender inspire the seething, cowbell-accented 
boogie of “Aftermath USA,” in which the protagonist 
awakens to “crystal meth in the bathtub/Blood splat- 
tered in the sink’—and that’s just in the bathroom. 
In the Truckers’ fully realized version of the small- 
town South, life’s defined by hardships, but only 
because of the dignity found in overcoming them. 
NICK CATUCCI 


“Wednesday,” “Aftermath USA,” “Space City” 


and trucks not 
a ‘ pictured. 


Melodramatic Italian goth-metal— 
now with sex! 


Cristina Scabbia, the foxy lead 
singer of this Italian goth-rock 
outfit, has spent the last decade 
convincing sex-starved metalheads 
that grinding riffs and Enya-style 
vocals can coexist. Three years 
after the mainstream breakthrough 
of Evanescence—a sort of Teen 
People version of Lacuna Coil—the 
market for this formula has broad- 
ened. The group's fourth album is 
its most polished yet, a set of tune- 
ful, atmospheric doom-pop gems 
that appealingly swirls stiletto-heel 
beauty and black-leather brawn. 
Scabbia tends to overshadow 

her comparatively anonymous 
bandmates, but they surround 

her breathy ululations with some 
delicious trimmings: Euro-cheese 
keyboards, high-gloss synth strings, 
a killer harpsichord solo. Their 
majestic cover of Depeche Mode’s 
“Enjoy the Silence” should brighten 
misfits’ lives considerably. 

MIKAEL WOOD 


“Enjoy the Silence,” “Our Truth” 


WILLIE NELSON 


YOU DON’T KNOW ME: THE 
SONGS OF CINDY WALKER 
0006 


Weed-loving 72-year-old country 
vagabond swings harder than he 
has since he was only 50 


After CDs of glitzy 
duets and reggae- 
fied ramblings, 

it was natural 

that someone as 
unflashy as Willie 
Nelson would get back to basics. 
This handsome album devoted to 
songs written by Country Music 
Hall of Famer (and fellow Texan) 
Cindy Walker offers a tour of her 
standards and almost-standards, 
reworking a song she wrote at age 
12 (“Dusty Skies,” one of many 
recorded by Western swing giant 
Bob Wills) and spinning the unre- 
quited love tale popularized by Ray 
Charles ("You Don't Know Me") into 
late-night empty-barroom magic. 
Everything is super-relaxed—the 
ballads make Nelson's time-coars- 
ened voice seem heroic, while the 
swing tunes, with spirited contribu- 
tions from pedal-steel virtuoso 
Buddy Emmons and Wills's long- 
time fiddler Johnny Gimble, posi- 
tively float along. Singing reggae, 
Nelson was a drunk tourist; these 
earnest, plainspoken songs are 
where he really lives. 

TOM MOON 


PROLIFIC, 
FORA 
STONER 


“Not That! Care,” 
“You Don’t Know Me” 
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PRINCE 


The purple sex machine comes to : 


reclaim pop prominence 


Even as a married Jehovah's 
Witness approaching the age 
of 50, Prince still sounds horny. 
His twenty-fifth album sharpens 
the focus of Musicology, 2004's 
sultry return to form, stripping 
his classic sex funk down to its 
elements: anvil-heavy beats, 
grungy guitar and soft-to-shriek- 
ing bedroom vocals. The results, 
following the pattern of his 
recent records, aren't perfectly 
even. On “Te Amo Corazon,” a 
soggy Latin ballad, and “Get on 
the Boat,” an up-with-people jam 
in the spirit of Parliament-Funk- 
adelic, his everpresent ambitions 
swamp his primal drives. But the 
minimalist tracks rate among his 
best. “Black Sweat” unveils the 
bump-and-glide blueprint Phar- 
rell Williams has been working 
from, and the raw, noisy "3121" 
updates the apocalyptic party 
smash "1999" for a dark new 
millennium. More than 25 years 
after he sang about screwing his 
sister, Prince is perfectly sauve 
fighting off father time. 
NICK CATUCCI 

“Black Sweat,” 
“Lolita,” “3121” 


RYE COALITION 


Ex-emo scholars from New Jersey 


goof on hard rock with Dave 
Grohl's help 


These indefatigable dudes used 
to make wiry second-wave emo- 
punk; their early singles were 
all about getting sanctimonious 
scenesters to loosen up and 
dance. With emo-punk gone 
mainstream, Rye Coalition have 
changed targets, cranking out 
stupid-smart riff bombs with 
titles like “Between an I-ROC 
& a Hard Place.” Digging at the 
lunkheaded conventions of 
NASCAR rock, this is music with 
quotation marks around it. Luck- 
ily, all the ironic distance doesn't 
blunt the band's attack, maybe 
because this fourth album is 
produced by Dave Grohl, whose 
post-Nirvana career has been 
devoted to rawking with a smile 
on his face. "Secret Heat,” about 
“cruising down Hollywood Boule- 
vard in your fancy rental car,” 
throbs with sleazy cocaine-mirror 
guitars, while closer “Achilles’ 
Wheelchair" revs up to amean 
gallop. Mustached men across 
the Garden State can be proud. 
MIKAEL WOOD 

“Secret Heat,” 
“Cocaine Werewolf” 


THE CD WE'RE 


TOTALLY 


The Rakes prepare for 
a fight to the de; 
with the Leaves 


GAY FOR 


: echo for eternity. On the follow- 

: up to their much-praised 2004 

: debut, brothers Ben and Brandon 
? Curtis and their pal Josh Garza 

: getalittle bit sleeker, trimming 

? nine-minute dirges down to a 

: relatively lean five and a half and 
: buffing their weirdo space-rock 

: toa gleaming, radio-friendly pop 
? sheen, as on the euphoric single 

: “Alone, Jealous, and Stoned.” 

: The results can sometimes get 

? bland; unlike its predecessor, 

?_ which was moody and aimless, 

: Drops is so polished that there 

? are no ragged edges left to hang 
: onto. But there are worse crimes 
: in this world than making pretty 

: stoner rock. 


? GEETA DAYAL 


THE RAKES 
CAPTURE/RELEASE 0006 


If the workplace mockumen- 
tary The Office ever takes 3 
page from The 0.C. and starts 
booking bands, they should call 
the Rakes right away. Britain's 
newest postpunk upstarts 
are a kick in the shins of the 
country's professional class, 
gleefully savaging post-college 
malaise and the entry-level 
nine-to-fivers who spend their 
days filing TPS reports and 
praying for the boss's death. 
On their snarly caffeine jolt of 
a debut, frontman Alan Dono- 
hoe yelps about showing up to 
work hungover, with bloodshot 
eyes and the same soy-sauce- 
stained shirt he's worn for five 
days straight, cycling between 
soul-crushing tedium and 
getting utterly shitfaced. The 
music, meanwhile, sounds the 
way he feels—all taut riffs and 
anxious energy. The only hint 
of escape comes in the impos- 
sibly catchy single “Stras- 
bourg,” in which Donohoe 
daydreams about a Cold War 
love quadrangle that involves a 
German spy and—what else?—a 
bottle of vodka. 
JOSH EELLS 

“Strasbourg,” 
“22 Grand Job” 


SECRET MACHINES 


True to their Texas roots, every- 
thing about Secret Machines 

is big: epic, layered vocals, 
stadium-sized drums, reverb- 
soaked guitars that seem to 


: “Rick Rubin” 


TM BUBBA SPARXXX 


“Alone, Jealous, 


: and Stoned,” “All At Once 
: (it’s Not important),” “Faded 
: Lines” 


_ SPANK ROCK 


i From Baltimore via Philly, a 
: “conscious” rapper who's 
: conscious mostly of girls’ bra 


i Like a lifelong vegetarian who 
: breaks down in a blaze of bacon- 
? burgers, Spank Rock is a former 


student of Mos Def and Talib 
Kweli—rappers defined by their 
faith in hip-hop’s power to effect 
social change—who's gone over 
to the ‘donk side. A thin-voiced, 
scrawny guy favored by blog- 
gers, Spank plays the pussy 
collector extraordinaire on his 
debut, rapping about booty and 
how he wants it on his face. He 
has a knack for lascivious catch- 
phrases, which he often samples 
and repeats instead of rhyming 
whole verses (“Backyard Betty”). 


: His pedigree is transparent—he 
? has a backpacker’s weakness 

: for nonsense abstractions and 
: often overstuffs his lines with 

i syllables—but, along with the 

? inventive electro that races, 

: rattles, squawks and hammers 
: around him, it ends up his saving 
: grace, a likable glimpse at the 

? dork behind the would-be don. 
: JONAH WEINER 


“Backyard Betty,” 


THE CHARM OO@ 


Rap's other white dude meets 
some new homeys, scrubs 
himself clean 


Bubba Sparxxx's South has 
always been a little dirtier than 
most. On his 2001 breakout 
single, “Ugly,” and 2003's 
excellent Timbaland-helmed 
Deliverance, the thick-necked 
Georgia rapper bragged about 


DES ENTIRE SEASON. 

INCLUDES ED (TIRE SEAS Oe, 

PLUS BONUS “GOOD TIMES 
“MUSIC VIDEO & MORE! 


mindcrime 


Rock, Revenge, 
Redemption 


The 
Long-Awaited Sequel 


featuring 
I’M AMERICAN 
& THE HANDS 


IN STORES NOW 


Also Available on Viny! 


www.queensryche.com 
www.rhino.com 


>? Customize your phone with 
| y official Queensrijche ringtones from 
. Operation: Mindcrime Il: 


text" ‘Queensryche’ to 74466. 


* requires compatible handset and service through participating carriers. 
Standard text m jing rates apply. See your contract for details. 
Available content subject to change at any time. 
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SPACE-POP COSMONAUTS ATTEMPT RETURN 
TO EARTH 


ITWASONLY a matter of time before Flaming Lips came 
back to earth. On the eve of the millennium, the vet- 
eran acid-rock minor-leaguers finally achieved liftoff 
with The Soft Bulletin, a wondrous, weightless time 
capsule of 2oth-century pop craft. They remained 
in zero-gravity orbit for 2002’s Grammy-winning 
sequel, Yoshimi Battles the Pink Robots, an improb- 
ably moving space operetta about the emotional 
machinery of humans and humanoids. 

Their eleventh album makes a gentle descent 
into the atmosphere, abandoning fanciful concepts. 
Wayne Coyne tones down the woozy, color-wheel 
imagery and even engages with real-world mat- 
ters—not an easy move for a modern-day Don Quix- 
ote who's equal parts class clown and daydreaming 
visionary. Since being reborn as wide-eyed stargaz- 
ers, the Lips have tackled big themes like love and 
death with a comforting vagueness and a calm, 
almost Buddhist acceptance of frailty and mortality. 
As rebel rockers, they look at geopolitical woes with 
thesame dazed aweas they woulda comet. “Free Rad- 
icals” tries to talk sense to a suicide bomber: “You're 
notso radical/In fact you're fanatical’—a lyric all the 
more ridiculous for Coyne’s yelping falsetto. 

While their protest cries tilt feebly into goofball 
psychedelic funk, a lush poignancy bubbles up on 
the more ruminative tracks, like“The Sound of Fail- 
ure.” The title of one floaty filler—“The Stars Are So 
Big, 1 Am So Small’—spells out what they do best: 
Only when pondering cosmic insignificance do the 
Flaming Lips come close to otherworldly greatness. 
DENNIS LiM 


“The Sound of Failure,” “My Cosmic Autumn 
Rebellion” 


TEE 


Tee 


muddy overalls and muddier trucks 
in a baritone practically dripping 
with tractor grease. But on his first 
release for Big Boi's new label, 
Sparxxx sounds downright squeaky, 
backed by slicked-up R&B hooks 
instead of grimy juke-joint jams. 
“The Other Side" is a growly invita- 
tion to enemies and potential hook- 
ups alike; the rest has too many 
antiseptic beats and not nearly 
enough Timbaland. “I'm gettin’ sick 
of banjos and fiddle shit," Bubba 
explains on the surprisingly bitter 
“Ain't Life Grand.” But, as a back- 
woods farmboy like him should 
know, sometimes a little shit can go 
a long way. 
JOSH EELLS 

“The Other Side,” 
“Wonderful” 


The Coup's compadre puts Black 
America’s CNN back on the air 


The flipside of Oakland's Too Short 
super-hedonistic pimping has 
always been politics & bass move- 
ment music, starring the children 
of P-Funk and the Black Panthers. 
Grandchild T-KASH takes fellow 
agitators the Coup’s heroic feel for 
sweet guitar loops and detail-heavy 
localisms, his seen-it-all drawl 
lingering just behind the beat, then 
adds the misapprehension that 
most everything is the President's 
fault, surely learned from his label 
boss Paris, Mr. “Bush Killa" himself. 
Not the most sinuous rhymesayer, 
T-KASH has the hypnotic appeal of 
a talking head from a missing chan- 
nel—sometimes mimicking news- 
casts (“Turf War Intro”) and starting 
and ending with versions of an elas- 
tic, upbeat fight song promising the 
return of the “American Nightmare,” 
in which intelligent hoodlums are 
“mobbin' in the whip with camcord- 
ers to follow pigs.” Delivering 
surveillance where it's most needed; 
isn't that patriotic? 
JANE DARK 

“American Night- 
mare” (long version), “Turf War 
Syndrome” 


ILOVE 
THIS CD! 


GRETCHEN 
MOL 


ACTRESS, 
THE NOTORIOUS BETTIE PAGE 


BOB DYLAN 


COLUMBIA 


“Lalways go back to Bob—he's 

a classic and a visionary. That 
album is so gritty and real and 
has some of my favorite Dylan 
songs on it.” 


JOHN SCIULLIWIREWAAGE.COM 


UPS: J. MICHELLE MARTIN-COYNE; MOL 


SKINNER: EWAN SPENCER 


UMPHREY’S MCGEE 


Jam stalwarts with typically rotten 
name make atypically good disc 


A euphoric tallboy of death metal, 
dance music and intricate dual- 
guitar acrobatics onstage, this 
Chicago sextet are no slouch in the 
studio, either. And while 2004's 
Anchor Drops provides a more 
representative introduction to 
Umphrey's virtuosic lilt and roar, 
Safety in Numbers is that rare 
Jam-Nation dispatch whose tunes 
and lyrics surpass its grooves. The 
songs pertain to a bitter, confus- 
ing breakup, and ambiguous hints 
as to what may have doomed the 
couple pop up in trippy gems like 
“Liquid,” in a trio of lush acoustic 
tracks and in the album’s single nod 
to their Zeppelin-on-Ritalin side, 
“Ocean Billy.” If it strikes you as a 
tad maudlin, and it might, give it 
another spin after your first divorce 
and seventh beer. 

RICHARD GEHR 

DOWNLOAD: “Believe the Lie,” 
“Liquid,” “Ocean Billy” 


THE VACATION 


AMERICAN 


“Bad boy" cock rock, fronted by 
twin brothers and signed by metal 
mensch Rick Rubin 


Pretty much one prolonged beer 
belch with cowbell, the Vacation’s 
debutis a love letter to long nights 
and short attention spans. This 
L.A.-by-way-of-Southern-lllinois 
quartet get the blood flowing in 
cock rock's nether regions once 
again by pairing third-generation 
AC/DC power chords with dumb, 
catchy odes to ditchin’ chicks and 
drinkin’ lunch. "| had something 

to say, but | forgot it,” frontman 
Ben Tegel croaks in a quavering 
sneer that's somehow suggestive 
of both Stevie Nicks and L.A. Guns 
frontman Phil Lewis. The rest of 
the band join him on frequent gang 
vocal choruses that sound like a 
bunch of drunks hollering along to 
the jukebox at the neighborhood 
dive bar. Think Jet with more Faster 
Pussycat LPs in their record collec- 
tion. Better yet, don’t think at all—it 
only gets in the way of the fun. 
JASON BRACELIN 

DOWNLOAD: “Destitute Prosti- 
tutes,” “Cherry Cola” 


THE VINES 


Former “Next Bext Thing” Aussie 
retro-rockers survive mental illness, 
explore their sensitive sides 


Since his band’s much-hyped 2002 
debut, Craig Nicholls has endured 


The Streets: 
Rapper by day, 
Miami Vice extra 
by night! 


STORY HOUR 


BRITISH BLOKE PERFECTS COMIC MONOLOGUES 
THE STREETS 


THE HARDEST WAY TO MAKE AN EASY LIVING OOO 


IN THE BEGINNING, hip hop was about DJs; rappers 
were secondary. Soon, the (turn)tables turned. With 
this disc, 27-year-old British MC Mike Skinner pro- 
poses a third stage, where words get all the glory. 

On his 2002 debut, Original Pirate Material—the 
best U.K. rap record ever (scant praise, but still)—his 
hottracks floated brilliantly compressed storytelling. 
The verbal craft doubled on 2004’s astonishing A 
Grand Doesn't Come for Free, as Skinner connected 
verses in a way that conjured up a film narrative. 

Now he turns a documentary camera on himself, 
addressing the typically insufferable theme of star- 
dom’s burden. But this bloke’s no ordinary star. Few 
modern rappers would stare down their own cocaine 
psychosis (“Pranging Out”). And notonewouldsum 
itup with the desperate plea of “The iron has been on 
in my house for four fucking weeks!” 

Doing for “oy” what Masta P did for “ungh,” Skin- 
ner maintains his every-schlub persona—a neat trick 
when he’s pulling six-figure fees and shtupping other 
pop stars. The very funny single “When You Wasn't 
Famous’ isa shag-and-tell memoir more vulnerable 
than venomous. And “Never Went to Church,” a 
tearjerker about his dad’s death, nods to the Beatles’ 
“Let It Be” without succumbing to cheap pathos. 

The skeletal beats and utilitarian melodies seem 
dictated by the wordy turns of Skinner's diatribes. 
While it can tend toward the tuneless, the upside is 
language that differs plenty from a Jay-Z or Eminem 
but stands beside them in terms of power—a flow 
that, once you get used to it, becomes its own form. 
The kid has built his own word world; love him or 
hate him, that’s the mark ofa true MC. 

WILL HERMES 
DOWNLOAD: “When You Wasn’t Famous,” “Two Nations” 


COLLECTED 
THE BEST OF 


MASSIVE 
ATTACK 


IN STORES NOW! 


Features all the 
classics plus 
the new single 
Live With Me. 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 
SPECIAL LIMITED EDITION! 
INCLUDES >buainiss OF NEW 
SONGS & RARE MATERIAL 
+ ALL THE VIDEOS. 


ee 
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www.massiveattack.com/collected 
www.virginrecords.com 
This compilation @ 2006 Virgin Records Ltd. 


under exclusive licanse in the United States 
to Virgin Records America, Inc. 


fie VOICES, UlNiIstakadpdvie. 
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The Essential ROY ORBISON 
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The Essential ROY ORBISON 


The first and only career-spanning collection from the 
legendary singer-songwriter-guitarist, just in time for 
his 70th anniversary. Includes all of his greatest hits 

2 must-have CDs, from “Only The Lonely,” “Running Scared” 


and “Oh, Pretty Woman" to “You Got It,” plus previously eo 
unseen photos and more. i i 0, 
« = 7 
\ a” 
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“Legacy” and @. Reg. U.S. Pat. & Try. Off. Morea Registrada./© 2006 SONY BMG MUSIC ENTERTAINMENT, 


LONG ISLAND EMO HEROES STILL BITTER, NOW LOUDER 
TAKING BACK SUNDA 


NASTY BREAKUPS FUEL 98.7% of emo songs, butit’s rare for them 

to fuel entire careers. Consider the case of Taking Back Sunday, 

a Long Island group whoina 2002 incarnation were notable for 

chiming, suburban-boredom-defying his'n’ his vocals by BFFs 

Adam Lazzara and guitarist-screamer John Nolan. What sepa- 

rated TBS from the rest of the whine-of-the-month club was 
WEAR THE BRACELET? their intense bros-before-ho’s aesthetic—having been kicked 
in the teeth by girls, these guys sought solace in each other. 
Then, like all great emo couples, the two broke up (something 
abouta girl, natch), and Lazzara regrouped with new wingmen 
Fred Mascherino and Matt Rubano. Album No. 2, Where You 
Want to Be, was as bittersweet and nasty as any ice directed at 
an ex-lover—in fact, the new band was punchier than ever. But 
the sound of revenge can only get you so far. 

Luckily for their screaming ’tweener fans, Lazzara’s heart 
seems to be perpetually set to “broken” on his band’s major- 
label debut: “I’m an addict for dramatics/I confuse the two 
for love,” he wails on the irresistibly vindictive “Liar (It Takes 
One to Know One).” And luckily, Queens of the Stone Age 
producer Eric Valentine chaperones, adding muscle to the 
familiar phlegm. Opener “What It Feels Like to Be a Ghost” 
is proudly discordant and surprisingly chopsy. But when 
Mascherino yells “Louder now, louder now!” it’s hard to tell 
: what he’s referring to, other than a battleplan for TBS’s rein- 


TPTETT EEE 


j | vention as asskicking rockers—they’re certainly worked-up 

on shredders like “Up Against (Blackout)” and “Error Opera- 

’ | tor,” but what about? There are references to stalking (“Make- 

‘ ps Be DamnSure”), betrayal (“Miami”) and bad Steve Martin flicks 

k ; f (“My Blue Heaven”), but without a target for their ire, TBS 

They wear it to raise deporatcly Reeded funds for Hiy/albs care services, opt for sheer emo relentlessness, a concept perfected on the 

education ond vaccine “development. Over half agmillion people have straight pop-metal of “Twenty-Twenty Surgery,” replete with 

chosen to weak The Bracelet. What about you? To. érdet Uti L Lazzara’s preposterous claim “You're so sensitive/I am, I am, 
call 1-800-88-UNTIL or visit WWW.UNTIL.ORG: Le a machine.” Hello, pot? This is kettle. You're black. 


THERE'S ACURE 
ANDY GREENWALD 


DOWNLOAD: “MakeDamnSure,” “Twenty-Twenty Surgery” 


enough personal drama for an 
Oprah special: critical backlash, 
slumping sales, personnel changes 
and onstage freakouts provoked, 
according to his camp, by his 
recently diagnosed Asperger's 
Syndrome, a neurobiological disor- 
der that impairs social interactions. 
Despite those setbacks, the trio's 
third record barrels ahead with their 
usual short-and-catchy 

rock corkers, but a new, lib 

vulner. marks the m 

tive songs. The mournful ti 

slows down Bruc 

melody from “ 

multitracked ooohs a holls 
wanders “through the vision valley, 
waiting to be f ." And on the 


2 culture 
ends,” grateful 
survived his It-boy sta 
sanity (mostly) intact. 
TIM GRIERSON 
DOWNLOAD: “Vision Valley,” 
“Take Me Back” 
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slab of devilish dino rock 


Does the world need another pile 
of scuzzy Sabbathoid riff rock 
about black magic and crystal 
balls? Of course it does! On Witch's 
debut, Dinosaur Jr. guitar god J 
Mascis returns to his first love, the 
drums, but the real fire lies with 
singer Kyle Thomas and guitarist 
Asa Irons. Vets of Vermont's nifty 
freak-folk combo Feathers, they 
forge tunes with necromantic 
flare, offering cosmic Hawkwindy 
vocals and serpentine, atmospheric 
guitars. Witch is unusually crafty 
for a stoner-rock record, although 
it's not funny enough for listeners 
outside the circle of the damned. 
Personal to Mascis: Return to thine 
ax, o master! 

ERIK DAVIS 

DOWNLOAD: “Seer,” “Changing” 


THE BEST NEW RELEASES FROM THE PAST MONTHS 


YeASYeAH YEAHS 


Sin TO Bares 


HOW YOUR BONES 


 unky fashion plate Kare s 
stinking back with a part sad, part 
really pissed breakup stunner. 


DEF JAM 


A typically bri fifth album from 
the only Wu-Tanger who big-ups coke 
dealers and SpongeBob Squarepants. 


RABBIT FUR COAT 

ee TEAM LOVE 
Gorgeous Rilo Kiley frontwoman moon- 
lights as an indie Dolly Parton on her 
equally gorgeous solo bow. 


ei 


WHATEVER PEOPLE SAY 1 AM, 
THAT'S WHAT I'M NOT 


DOMINO 


ookies splash ashore wi 
that's even better than the hype. 


IDULAR 


Aussie wizards 
EP full of Sabbath riffs, Jack White 
howls and Art Garfunkel 'fros. 


THE BREAKTHROU 


GEFFEN 


now Miss Mary lets the love shine. 
Jesus helps, Bono duets! 


AVAILABLE NOW 


“Edgier and Wilder” - NME 


“Triumphant new album” - The Observer 


thevines.com capitolrecords.com ©2006 Capitol Records Inc. G  EngieaReomars: 
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RINGLEADER OF THE TORMENTORS 


THE NEW ALBUM 
featuring “YOU HAVE KILLED ME” 


Limited Edition also available 
includes video and behind the scenes footage. 
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Ape WWW.MORRISSEYMUSIC.COM 


Also available: 


: ARTIST : ALBUM/LABEL 


? AGIRL LIKE ME 
DEF JAM 


THE PUSSYCAT DOLLS 


: RIHANNA 


|APPA TERNT SANGA 
ONVICT MUZIK/JIVE 


FEVER ... FuELep ay 
RAMEN/DECAYDANCE 


MATISYAHU 


FROM BARBADOS TO THE iQ ccsmmmmmmmurtunnnneeeecen,§ mime 
SUNSET STRIP, POP&B BUSTA RHYMES THE BIG BANG 
HOTTIES TROUNCE THE BOYS Ql he et 
IN THIS MONTH'S TOP 5 THE BLACK EYED PEAS MONKEY BUSINESS 


AgM 


KANYE WEST FEAT. LATE REGISTRATION 
LUP, ROC-A-FELLA 


RASCAL FLATTS ME AND MY GANG 
LYRIC STREET 


BARRIO FINO EN... 
EL CARTEL/INTERSCOPE 


DADDY YANKEE 


BEYONCE FEAT. 
SLIM THUG 


UNDERAGE THINKING 
MBIA 


| BET YOU LOOK GOOD WHATEVER PEOPLE 
IN THE DANCEFLOOR" 


I'M NOT DEAD 
LAFACE 


SHAKIRA FEAT. 
WYCLEF JEAN 


DEM FRANCHIZE BOYZ 


OUR GAME 
$0 SO OEF/VIRGIN 


YEAH YEAH YEAHS 


“MOVE ALONG" THE ALL-AMERICAN 
REJECTS 


MOVE ALONG 
INTERSCOPE 


“CONTROL MYSELF” LL COOL J FEAT. TODD SMITH 
JENNIFER LOPEZ DEF JAM 


“SORRY” MADONNA CONFESSIONS ON A 
DANCE ... WARNER BROS, 


“SO WHAT" FIELD MOB LIGHT POLES AND 
FEAT. CIARA PINE TREES GEFFEN 


“MAKE DAMN SURE" TAKING BACK SUNDAY LOUDER NOW 
WARNER BROS. 


“FLY LIKE A BIRD” MARIAH CAREY THE EMANCIPATION 


Forget all the false Idols: Out 2005 Pos onmmmmummammnumnsbovpeerreececce seb sane 
Woman of the Year shows no signs of “UNWRITTEN” NATASHA BEDINGFIELD UNWRITTEN 

slowing down. This is, like, the 46th 

single from her second album—and 
there are only 12 songs on the damn 
thing! K-Clark just finished a massive “A LITTLE LESS 
world tour, which took her from E SIXTEEN CANDLES . 
London to Tel Aviv. i TAT AT TR RERES OE EHSSG ORONO ESSE RERESSEEEROSSErERE®: 


“SAYING SORRY” 
| HOW WE DID IT 


i The Most Wanted Songs chart is based on the 
: number of audience searches, downloads and 
: video plays on AOLmusic.com, 


“SHAKE THAT" URTAIN CALL sHaDy/ 
FTERMATH/INTERSCOPE 


“WORLD WIDE 
SUICIDE” 


: HOLLYWOOD 


WEEK ENDING // SUNDAY, APRIL 2 


memes 114 BLENDER 


“| BET YOU LOOK GOOD ON THE 
DANCEFLOOR” 


Britian’s record-obliterating rock 
phenoms come crashing into America 
with this supercharged come-on— 
possibly the only song ever to shout 
out Duran Duran, Romeo and Juliet 
and the original Terminator. Their U.S. 
tour already wrapped, but jet-set- 
ting Monkey buffs can catch them 
throughout Europe all this month. 
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SHAKIRA FEAT. WYCLEF JEAN 


Lauryn who? While the Fugees decide 
whether or not they're reunited, 
Colombia's bilingual beauty hooks 

up with Haiti native Jean for this 

: pan-Caribbean jam about what the 

: locals lovingly refer to as “el booty.” 

i It's available on the re-release of Oral 


Fixation Vol. 2, but fans who already 
own Shaki’s CD can download the 


song for free from her website. 


Reet 


One blonde cutie and one blonde 


hawtie keep the ‘tween rock torch 
burning bright with this Avriltastic, 
follow-your-dreams rave-up. For more 


i A&A, turn on the Disney channel this 


month, as their movie Cow Belles 
(“about two wealthy teen sisters ... 
forced to work in the family dairy 
business") will be airing nonstop. 


CLARKSON: JAMES WHITE; ARCTIC MONKEYS: DEAN CHALKLEY/NMENPC SYNDICATION; ALY & AJ: DEAN KIEFER 
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AND LET ANIMALS 
KEEP THEIRS. 
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THE KINKS 


BRITISH INVASION IDOLS, THEN 1970s LOSERS, PUNK-ERA COMEBACKS AND HOCKEY- 
RINK HAS-BEENS. MEET ROCK’S MOST ERRATIC HEROES BY ANN POWERS 


THE KINKS ARE the most perplexing band 
in classic rock, responsible for music that’s 
both wonderfully sublime and truly ridic- 
ulous. One of the British Invasion’s Big 
Four, the North London quartet started 
out tougher than the Stones, more adven- 
turous than the Beatles and sharper than 
the Who. Guitarist Dave Davies spawned 
garage rock in the band’s early singles, 
using distortion and simple chords, while 
elder brother Ray whetted his strange- 
ly tender genius on big-themed albums 
full of wit and weariness. No wonder they 
threw guitars at one another onstage! 
Then Ray began to fleck his songs 
with tuba and tra-la-la’s, taking the Kinks 
straight to the bottom of the charts. Public 
rejection sent him into a tailspin, and he 
dragged the band along, producing sever- 
al Spinal Tap-worthy “rock operas” before 


recovering with clever, less inventive hard 
rock at the close of the ’7os, just as punk 
was honoring the Kinks as stepdads. It 
wouldn't have been like the Kinks, howev- 
er, to revel in success. 

By decade's end, Ray's turmoil (“Every 
day I think I want to quit”) cooled the win- 
ning streak. The usual problems—lineup 
changes, demon alcohol, distracting hob- 
bies like Dave's fascination with UFOs— 
turned the Kinks bitter and boring. Then 
came one final twist: With his mid-’90s 
autobiographical one-man revue, Ray 
turned nostalgia into a vehicle for reinven- 
tion. The Kinks were no more after 1996, 
anda reunion was waylaid when Dave had 
a stroke in 2004. But in typical flaming- 
phoenix fashion, Ray’s back. His first-ever 
solo album is garnering what ancient rock- 
ers never get: rave reviews. 


520 HOFFMANN/REX USA 


oF 


SOMETHING ELSE 


REPRISE, 1967 


The start of an incredible 
five-year run, the Kinks’ 
fifth album should have 
secured their legend. 
Instead, it barely charted. 
The world’s indifference 
seems crazy now: Some- 
thing Else is conceptually tight, showcases 
every band member's talents and includes 
“Waterloo Sunset," a gemlike evocation of 
autumnal melancholy. Ray, never shy, once 
compared it to Shakespeare. 

“Waterloo Sunset,” “David 
Watts,” “Death of a Clown” 


cat 
PRESERVATION SOCIETY 


REPRISE, 1968 


The Kinks manage the 
impossible: a subtle 
concept album. “We tried 
something so original and 


uncommercial that | had 


€ 
aw 
a) = 
no illusions it would ever 


“ == be ahit,” Ray said about 

his masterpiece. In wry vignettes he portrayed 

the failures and dreams of common Brits; 

the music reached back toward cha-cha and 

ragtime and genily forward into psychedelia. 
“Picture Book,” “Big Sky,” 

“Animal Farm” 


ARTHUR 


REPRISE, 1969 


Written for a never- 
produced TV movie, this 
song cycle about an aging 
suburbanite's reflections 
on war, love and Australia 
was one of many works 
about the actual Davies 
family. It's probably the only unpretentious 
“rock opera” ever written, funny and tender, 
with scrupulous, brassy arrangements. The 
Who's Tommy, released the same year, 
trounced it on the charts, but Arthur is now 
considered the Kinks' most coherent set 
piece—even by Ray. 

“Victoria,” “Shangri-La,” “She 
Bought a Hat Like Princess Marina” 
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» STATE OF CONFUSION 


i ARISTA, 1983 


This is the most subtle 
Kinks album of the later 
era. In 1982, as Ray's 
affair with Pretenders 
singer Chrissie Hynde 
spiraled toward disaster, 
i original drummer Mick 

: Avory was inching toward the door, and Dave, 
: ever more peeved at his pushy bro, started 

: telepathically bonding with extraterrestrials. 
? Somehow the anguish resulted in a winsome, 
poignant meditation on love lost and the 
power of memory, yielding the band's biggest 
hit of the decade, the supreme exercise in 
nostalgia, “Come Dancing.” 

Download: “Don’t Forgetto Dance,” 
“Bernadette,” “Heart of Gold” 


RAY DAVIES 
STORYTELLER 


CAPITOL, 1998 


OO006 


Still wishing he lived 

on Tin Pan Alley, Ray 
invented the template 
that inspired the VH1 
series “Storytellers.” 

In 1995 someone 

: suggested to Ray that he 
: strum a bit during readings of his autobiogra- 
: phy. This being Ray, a few musical examples 

: tured into a full-fledged show—a scaled- 

: down and more graceful take on the rock 

: operettas that almost sank the Kinks in the 

: early ‘70s. With his own life as the narrative, 
and the Kinks catalogue as a soundtrack, the 
: plot-driven new compositions on this spare, 

: warm disc are almost as entertaining as the 

i restrung classics. 

> Download: “That Old Black Magic,” 

i “Art School Babe,” “The Ballad of Julie 

: Finkle” 


FACE TO FACE 
REPRISE, 1966 
OOS 
q Though an artistic break- 
through, this fourth album 
instigated a commercial 
downslide: Ray's visions 
of ordinary Englishness 
separated him from the 

. far-out counterculture, 
and the band had begun to stray from their 
popular raunch. Davies wrote some of this 
listening only to Frank Sinatra and Bob Dylan. 
Download: “Sunny Afternoon” 


“LOLA VERSUS POWERMAN AND 
THE MONEYGOROUND 


REPRISE, 1970 
SOoo 
= _ Some have said the title 
Bs track of this acidic satire 
of the rock biz is based 

on Ray's own experiences 
with New York drag queen 
Candy Darling. Whatever— 
this tale of a love affair 
with a transvestite is the best song ever about 
rock's biggest subtext, sexual confusion. 
Download: “Lola,” “Apeman” 


MUSWELL HILLBILLIES 


RCA, 1971 


Instructed by a new label 
to follow up the smash 
“Lola," Ray, as usual, took 
another turn: an album 
about the damage of 
urban renewal. This most 
unusual protest album is 
as sad as it is satirical. Musically, it's a blue- 
print for country rock. 

Download: “Complicated Life” 


ONE FOR THE ROAD 


ARISTA, 1980 


GOO 


"I'm a bit worried when 
the front row is filled 

with Rush T-shirts,” Ray 
said of the fans who 

gave the Kinks a second 
adolescence. But he hugs 
them big-time on this 
definitive double-live disc. Though the “Lola” 
singalong and other gimmicks rankle, this 
chronicles what a hot concert ticket the Kinks 
became after Ray tempered his vaudeville act 
and Dave discovered he looked hot strutting 
across a giant stage. The accompanying DVD? 
Very Spinal Tap. 

Download: “The Hard Way,” “Prince of 
the Punks" 


THEY WANT 
: ARISTA, 1981 


0000 


GIVE THE PEOPLE WHAT 


Ray’s paranoia fires up 
the band on its first effort 
of the Ronald Reagan- 
Margaret Thatcher era. 
He may have been too old 
to be a real punk, but this 
non-concept album about 


: selling out demonstrates he sure had the 

: attitude for it. The spitfest is tempered by one 
: perfect ballad (“Better Things”) and the most 

: complex portrait of pedophilia ever crooned 

: ("Art Lover"). 

H Download: “Better Things,” Art Lover,” 

: “Destroyer” 


~ BBC SESSIONS, 1964-1977 


SANCTUARY, 2001 


Dk] 


Constant attempts by 
different record labels to 
cash in on the popularity 
of the Kinks’ early hits 
have left a mixed-up trail 
of badly mastered comps. 
This double disc's fresh 
takes (due to union regulations, most music 
broadcast on the BBC was played live) catch 


: the young Kinks at their surly best. 
? Download: “This Strange Effect,” “Days” 


RAY DAVIES 


- OTHER PEOPLE’S LIVES 


i V2, 2006 


9000 


Ray's first official solo 
effort is essential almost 
just for existing; he's 
been threatening to make 
it for nearly 20 years. 
Getting shot during a 
2004 mugging in New 


: Orleans was the catalyst for completion. But 

! this disc's not paranoid, or even particularly 

: sour—its gently eclectic mood indigo is buoyed 
: by insights only a middle-aged guy tired of 

: the chips on his shoulder could provide. Ray 

: Davies, a sweetie? Unlikely, but yes. 


Download: “Things Are Gonna Change,” 


i “Next Door Neighbour” 


"THE KINK KONTROVERSY 


REPRISE, 1965 


OOo 

Tscvsm ures, | 191965, Ray was 
heading toward a 

2 bash 31.” | nervous breakdown, 

his bandmates’ bloody 
infighting peaked and 
the Kinks were banned 

— from the U.S. for what 

Ray later termed “bad behavior.” Given this, 

their third album is remarkably jaunty, with 

a new sound—tuneful, spry, with a dash of 

bitters—beginning to coalesce. 

Download: “I'm on an Island” 


EVERYBODY’S IN SHOWBIZ 


RCA, 1972 
O00 


A typically flamboyant 
Kinks idea—release a 
live album but package 
it with a studio suite 
about life on the road. 
The latter features 
the majestic “Celluloid 
Heroes,” a nostalgic tribute to old film stars. 
The live side is, well, boozy. But boozy in the 
best way, 
Download: “Sitting in My Hotel” 


ARISTA, 1978 
PAT ADA 


Though Ray was only 
33 years old when he 
wrote this comeback, it 
signals a much-needed 
midlife crisis. America, 
the Kinks’ new spiritual 
home, loved Misfits, 
and the band was soon playing hockey rinks. 
Points off for the unexpectedly racist "Black 
Messiah.” 
Download: “A Rock ‘n’ Roll Fantasy” 


ARISTA, 1979 
OOo 
“It's going back to 
what we were when we 
started,” Ray said of 
their biggest American 
seller ever. The kids led 
the Kinks there—covers 
by Van Halen, the Jam 
and the Pretenders had restored the Davies’ 
cool, and here they live up to their past. 
Even the song about the late-'70s energy 
crisis is kinda funny. 
Download: “In a Space” 


WORD OF MOUTH 


: KOCH, 1984 


“The saddest day for 
me was when Mick 
left,” Ray said in the 
wake of this album, 
the first after his best 


”~ 
“. chum, drummer Mick 
378 Avory, finally fled Dave's 


: constant attacks. Helped by former Argent 
: drummer Bob Henrit, this collection is 

: admirably calm and collected, despite the 
: Creeping ennui captured on its best track, 
: “Do It Again.” Several cuts, including the 

: heartrending “Going Solo," also appear on 
: Ray's semi-solo effort Return to Waterloo. 
Download: “Good Day,” “Do It Again,” 

H “Living on a Thin Line” 


? CAPITOL, 1996 


O00 


Punted by Columbia 
Records after one 
release, the Kinks 
took a cue from Ray's 
burgeoning “Story- 
teller" career for this 
mostly acoustic tiptoe 


: through their catalogue. Cozily ensconced 

: at Konk studios, the brothers and pals get 

: loose on some gems. The last Kinks full- 

: length, it's a sweet farewell. 

: Download: “Don’t Forget to Dance,” “To 
: the Bone” 


_ DAVE DAVIES 
- ROCK BOTTOM: LIVE AT THE 
- BOTTOM LINE 


: KOCH, 2000 


660 


Given bully-boy Ray's 
dominance of the band 
he founded, it's not 
surprising that Dave 
has released upwards 
of 10 solo efforts. Many 
stink, but this one's 


: awinner—recorded at a Greenwich Village 

: club during the baby Davies's 1997 “I can 

: bea Storyteller too!" tour, it fully captures 
: his puckish charm and killer riffology. The 

: between-song patter’s more come-on than 
? commentary, but that's what we like about 
: the guy—he’s such a bloke. 

i Download: “Love Me Till the Sun 

: Shines,” “Wicked Annabella” 


BE CAREFUL 


REPRISE, 1964 


oo 


A typical British Inva- 
sion debut, with tons 
of covers and cheapo 
sound, But there's the 
single: “You Really Got 
Me," with its prototype 
power chords and grip- 
pingly ambiguous Ray lyrics. One band advi- 
sor made Ray sing “girl" to clarify his hetero 
obsession. The reissue includes the unam- 
biguous “All Day and All of the Night." 
Download: “Stop Your Sobbing” 


PRESERVATION ACT | 


RCA, 1973 


Oo 


The start of an uncer- 
tain period. At a London 
stadium show in July 
1973, Ray announced 
his retirement. Back- 
stage he overdosed 

on downers and was 
carted to the ER in a clown suit. He emerged 
transformed—not for the better. Ray himself 
can't decide if it's his best work or “experi- 
mental theater rock—boring, yawn.” The 
latter's more likely. 

Download: “Preservation” 


“SCHOOLBOYS IN DISGRACE 


RCA, 1975 


G06 


Streamlining the 
concept album, Ray 
dressed up the Kinks 
in short pants. It was 
tough for brother 
Dave, since the tale of 
a student expelled for 
impregnating his girlfriend was his own, but 
the band was happy to be rocking again, if a 
bit boneheadedly. 

Download: “min Disgrace” 


SLEEPWALKER 


ARISTA, 1977 
Oo 


This disc ditches 

high concepts for 

the mainstream, with 
Dave's guitar leading 
on raunchy rockers. 
The production's over- 
cooked—Ray made the 
band record the album twice—but its hits 
ignited a glorious arena-rock run. 
fownload: “Life on the Road” 


“RAY DAVIES 


- RETURN TO WATERLOO 

i ARISTA, 1985 

- 000 

: This bit of ephemera, 
only recently back in 


print, was once Ray's 
fondest dream come 
alive: the sound of 
his directorial debut. 
The film follows a sad 


: middle manager (and secret serial killer) on 
i his surreal daily commute. The soundtrack’s 
: actually a short Kinks album, sans an unin- 

: terested Dave; despite intriguing songs, his 
: vrooming guitar is missed. 

: Download: “Return to Waterloo,” 

: “Yoices in the Dark” 


- THE ROAD, LIVE 


MCA, 1988 
Oo 


This perfectly compe- 
tent live exercise 
highlights the Kinks’ 
mid-to-late 1980s 
output—not exactly the 
plot's central thread. 
It's sort of gutsy to 
release a live album featuring zero hits 
(except, um, “Apeman”), and the band's in 
decent form. Two new cuts don't add a ton, 
though it's cute that in the title track, Ray 
calls Mick “Mrs. Avory's child." A deservedly 
obscure disc. 

Download: “Come Dancing,” “The 
Road” 


UK JIVE 


MCA, 1989 


o 


It was one thing to 
risk all and fail on the 
experimental efforts 
of the early ‘70s, and 
another to tank on 
material meant for 
the masses. By 1989, 
the Kinks’ mainstream surge had reversed, 
and albums like this, with one or two stellar 
cuts surrounded by efforts to sound like 
Foreigner, were the norm. The best stuff 
here is either deliberately goofy or written 
by Dave. 

Hownload: “Loony Balloon,” “Dear 
Margaret” 


KINDA KINKS 


The Guide f2E te Serie [ele [ti= 


FOR FANS ONLY 


REPRISE, 1965 
This rushed 
sophomore 
effort defines 


“slump.” “Listen- 
ing to some of 
the mistakes 
made my toes 
curl," Ray wrote in his autobiography. 
The reissue includes the important 
"See My Friends,” whose Bombay 
drone predated George Harrison's 
sitar fixation by several months. 
Download: “Tired of Waiting for 
You” 


PYE, 1971 

3 
Could the 
soundtrack to a 
comedy about 
a penis trans- 
plant be good? 
Um, no. The 


nadir is a Muzak 
version of “Lola.” There's one slightly 
memorable ballad and one song that 
suggests Ray might have seen Bryan 
Ferry trying out his new band, Roxy 
Music, around London. 

Download: “The Way Love Used 
to Be” 


~ PRESERVATION ACT II 


RCA, 1974 


“There was a lot 
of hatred in the 
band that | was 
unaware of,” 

Ray later said. 
“(think it was 
partly because of 
those silly concept albums. | should 
have done them without the Kinks.” 
Here, he practically did—grating back- 
ing vocalist Marianne Price gets more 
action as Ray's faithful comrades 
vamp behind confusing dialogue. Ever 
hear an album that's all filler? 
Download: “Mirror of Love” 


' ASOAP OPERA 

i RCA, 1975 

a) 

; In this over- 
blown produc- 
tion, Ray plays 


a “starmaker" 
who changes 
places with a 
nerd named 
Norman, turning the little guy into a 
rock star, “| thought it was an exer- 
cise in Ray's disappearing up his 
own arse,” brother Dave later said. 
Download: “Ducks on the Wall” 


DAVE DAVIES 
GLAMOUR 


RCA, 1981 


This is what 

a bad Dave 
Davies album 
sounds like: 
high-pitched 
sludge that 
tortures the 
ears and still sounds bland. Typical 
lyric: “Human race, outta space, 
travellers/Make a race, and mutate, 
warriors.” Hmmm. 

Download: “World of Our Own” 


i MCA, 1986 


Promoting 
this flop at 
an L.A. show, 
Ray report- 
edly shouted, 
“MCA, you're 
gonna have 
to shoot us!” But it wasn't their 


i label that was killing the Kinks. The 


rehashes and drippy anthems are 
: pure self-sabotage. 
i; Download: “Lost and Found” 


~ PHOBIA 


} COLUMBIA, 1993 


Must a band 
at the four- 
decade mark 
become a 
self-parody? 
Seems so. 
Metal-ish 
but unsexy, full of bile and bad 

: jokes—in “Hatred,” Ray and Dave 
: turn their lifelong feud into a trick- 
? dog act—this is a pathetic end to 
: the Kinks’ studio days. 

> Download: “Somebody Stole 
: My Car” 
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LITTLE MISS MACHO 


CHRISSIE HYNDE BUILT A CLASSIC ROCK BAND OUT OF PUNK, BLOOD, TENDERNESS, DEATH AND LEATHER 


THE PRETENDERS _ 


DON'T LOVE CHRISSIE Hynde too 

much; she'll bite. The Pretend- 

ers leader has been pushing away 

embraces for more than 25 years; 
she’s 100% badass, from her unchanging 
black bangs and eyeliner to her stiletto 
boots. She's alienated less macho women 
with reprimands like, “Don’t moan about 
being a chick.” She's disclaimed punk, the 
Pretenders’ seedbed, saying its noisiness 
makes her feel “raped.” At 54, the Ohio- 
born London resident and mother of two 
is still a troublemaker, getting arrested at 
PETA protests and writing lyr- 
ics about how she wants con- 
struction workers to whistle 
at her. Hynde can sing a sweet 
phrase like “I’ll stand by you” 
and make it a warning; she’s spent eight 
albums drawing the thin line between a 
punch anda kiss. 

Veering from the ragged to the polished, 
from the strikingly original to the totally 
corny—just check out “Biker’—this five- 
disc box encompasses Hynde's trajectory 
from punk hotness to Adult Contempo- 
rary maturity, with stops for string-laden 
reworkings, fine covers (of the Smiths, 
for example) and shiny remixes. It’s a long 
story, but the gist is there in the band’s first 


self-penned hit, “Brass in Pocket.” “I’m 
special!” Hynde shouts ata would-be lover, 
her bravado sustained by the stroll of James 
Honeyman-Scott’s electric guitar. Then her 
voice catches, and the chiming chords take 
a downturn. “Any way you want,” Hynde 
mumbles as her quarry retreats. Every 
great song she’s written has been like that 
scene, a tightrope walk between tuff and 
tender, a drop down the foxhole ofa dare. 
Hynde's music, when she doesn’t lapse 
into rebel clichés, explores extremes of sex 
and sentiment few rockers of either gen- 
der could even comprehend. Who else has 
written frankly about sadomasochism and 
early motherhood? Her fearlessness and 
gift for believable melodrama aid in this big 
vision, but as much as she tries to down- 


EVEN AT 54, Biglagsesy (au 


A TROUBLEMAKER. 


play it, the key is her femaleness; despite 
Hynde’s butch act, she’s still immersed in 
“blood and birth and death,” as Joan Didion 
wrote while describing the “irreconcilable 
difference” of being a woman. Hynde may 
even be drenched in it. 

The first two Pretenders albums (right- 
fully emphasized here) thrill with Hynde’s 
rule-breaking invasion of the boys’ club, 
using a bandas tight, aggressive and unpre- 
dictable as any in classic rock. Hynde and 
Honeyman-Scott’s big, round guitars get 


The Pretenders, 1979 
(left to right): Pete 
Farndon, Chrissie Hynde, 
Martin Chambers and 
James Honeyman-Scott. 


goosed by drummer Martin Chambers’s 
bitchslap, as slippery meters that Hon- 
eyman-Scott admitted to always getting 
wrong send everyone intoa gleeful tailspin. 
An excellent DVD of live clips includes a 
performance of “The Wait” filmed before a 
studio audience dazed by the song’s manic 
turns; the kids clap at the wrong moment, 
and Honeyman-Scott sleepily grins: That's 
Just our first trick. 

In fact, it was almost their last. Honey- 
man-Scottand bassist Pete Farndon died of 
drug overdoses in1983, leaving Hynde and 
the stalwart Chambers (whom she sacked 
three years later, then rehired) to recreate 
that sense of danger. They couldn't. Hynde 
acknowledged as much when, accepting 
her Rock and Roll Hall of Fame statue last 
year, she called the current Pretenders a 
“tribute band.” 

Subsequent band lineups helped Hynde 
sustain another 20 years of beauty, even 
when her desire to rewrite “Leader of the 
Pack” led her into sap. Pirate Radio's final 
two discs contain enough tuff-and-tender 
moments to justify themselves. But the 
story of Chrissie Hynde’s mystery achieve- 
mentis at its most compelling in that early 
music, when she’s not just weaving a tale 
of big riskand hard love but furiously, fabu- 
lously living it. 

ANN POWERS 


“Mystery Achievement,” “The 
Adultress,” “Back on the Chain Gang” 
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PAT BENATAR 
INTHE HEAT OF THE NIGHT 


CRIMES OF PASSION OOO% 
PRECIOUS TIME 0% 


Pre-stardom, this q 
was a Virginia bank clerk born Patri- 
cia Mae Andrzejewski 


Twenty- six years after she dared a a 
hunk to hit her or become a notch 
on her lipstick case, Pat Benatar's 
list of achievements is both formi- 
dable and dubious: Her pop-metal 
riffs cut a swath for Bon Jovi and 
Def Leppard, the credits to her 
second album thanked a leotard 
manufacturer and her power bob 
inspired a covey of teen clones in 
Fast Times at Ridgemont High. Still, 
even that legacy deserves better 
than budget reissues lacking bonus 
tracks or new liner notes. Her first 
three albums, released in ‘79, ‘80 
and ‘81, offer an opera-trained 
voice that purred, caterwauled and 
leapt octaves in a single bound. 
“Promises in the Dark" and “In the 
Heat of the Night” are such vivid 
portraits of suburban-girl sexual 
angst, she practically deserves 
credit for inventing it. Backed by a 
lean band that split the difference 
between pop honey and metal 
crunch, Benatar perfected a brand 
of kiss-off as sweet as a stiletto 
heel to the eye. 

KAREN SCHOEMER 

DOWNLOAD: “Promises inthe 
Dark,” “Never Wanna Leave 
You,” “If You Think You Know 
How to Love Me” 


THE DBS nn 
LIKE THIS OO@% | 


COLLECTOR $ CHOICE ‘MUSIC 


Third of four albums made by a 
great New York band who—like 
every other '80s band—reunited 
last year 


Here's a curse: In the early '80s, 
while the dB's rivaled R.E.M. as the 
best pop-rock band in the U.S., their 
first two albums were released only 
in Britain, going almost unheard 

at home. The push-pull tension 
between co-leaders Chris Stamey 
(tensile, arty folk-rock) and Peter 
Holsapple (Beatle-y country-rock) 
made them a Wilco before their 


time, with more wiliness. Before 
this '84 release, Stamey went solo, 
which seemed like another curse. 
Despite sometimes falling prey 

to ‘80s power-balladry, the band 
proved even looser and more heart- 
felt: “Love Is for Lovers” is as prickly 
as any other dB's jangle, and “A Spy 
in the House of Love” survives as 

a fun example of white-boy rump- 
shaking. Without an indie-infra- 
structure to guide them, or an 0.C. 
soundtrack in place, the dB's soon 
faded, but for several years they 
made precision soulful. 

KEN TUCKER 

DOWNLOAD; “A Spy in the House 
of Love,” “Love ts for Lovers” 


J. GEILS BAND : 
THE BEST OF THE J. GEILS BAND 


tion, this blues-pop 
band registered 
for suburban kids 
who watched 
Johnny Carson 
and Tom Snyder gab through the 
stoned nights of 1970s TV. In the 
next decade, with Prince-inspired 
tunes such as “Centerfold” and 
"Flamethrower," J. Geils themselves 
became TV stars, adapting their 
Boston-bred smarts to music video. 
Embodied by the winningly Jagger- 
ized presence of frontman Peter 
Wolf, they were utterly Boston—the 
blues, the history, the modern, the 
brawn, the ingenuity, the whole 
brick-streets, R&B-crazed louche- 
cool. This compilation includes 
“Give It to Me,” a slippery roots- 
reggae, as well as six documentary 
tunes recorded in concert between 
1972 and 1982. The sequence of 
studio brightness and sonically 
dimmer live shots can jar, but J. 
Geils always were more frenetic 
than seamless, and the set pres- 
ents them in all their winning hot- 
pants connoisseurship. 
JAMES HUNTER 
DOWNLOAD; “Give It to Me,” 
“Looking for a Love” 
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THIS CD! 


GAEL GARCIA 
BERNAL 
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DOGS DIEINHOTCARS 
PLEASE DESCRIBE 
YOURSELF 


“They're a great band from 
Glasgow, Scotland. I listen to 
them all day. I'm obsessed with 
them right now.” 


Founding trip-hop trio from Bristol, 
England, worked miracles—when 
they could work together at all 


Massive Attack reviled the very 
idea of “trip-hop,” but they were 
the ones who took breaks and 
samples away from hip-hop and set 
them sailing in inner space. With a 
member specializing in each genre 
of rap (Mushroom), dub (Daddy G) 
and post-punk art rock (3D) and 
guests as diverse as folkie Tracey 
Thorn, evil genius Tricky and reggae 
geezer Horace Andy, their big old 
melting pot was justly celebrated 
for the rich, deep, dark stuff below 
its surface. That accounts for just 
under half of this best-of. The rest 
charts Massive's retreat into the 
narcotized margins as Mushroom 
departed and Daddy G was side- 
lined. 3D gets some diamonds 
("Angel,” “Teardrop") from his 
frosty version of the band, but his 
material is mostly abstruse and 
over-represented here and on the 
bonus disc. 

ANDREW HARRISON 

DOWNLOAD: “Unfinished Sympa- 
thy,” “Safe From Harm,” “Sly” 


MASTODON 


Prog-metal monsters from Atlanta 
drag some early treasures out of 
Davy Jones's locker 


W 4's m mighty Leviathan, 7 
Mastodon morphed into one of 
those rare metal acts—in the tradi- 


tion of Metallica or Slayer—that 
pulverize their genre while reaching 
out beyond the usual horn-throw- 
ing purists. Now that the salty dogs 
have signed with a major, their 

old label has repackaged the early 
Lifesblood EP with some remas- 
tered studio scraps to make an 
album that clocks in at just under 
half an hour long. No blubber here: 
These short, rip-roaring tunes 
showcase Mastodon’'s roots in 
thrash, though cuts like "Thank You 
for This" foreshadow the vibrant 
guitar fills and slippery, jazzy 
blast-beats to come. Other tracks 
round out Leviathan's nautical 
obsessions: “Battle at Sea” builds 
from calm to violent storm, while 
“Deep Sea Creature” rumbles with 
Troy Sanders's bass from below. 
ERIK DAVIS 

DOWNLOAD: “We Built This Come 
Death,” “Deep Sea Creature” 


MOONDOG 
MOONDOG GOOG 


Blind, Santa-looking musician who. 
claimed to come fram “Sasnak" and 
carried a spear 


Street musicians ‘don’ t get any 
better, or stranger, than Louis 
Hardin, a blind composer who called 
himself Moondog. He dressed like 
a Viking, invented his own instru- 
ments and for 25 years performed 
on midtown Manhattan streets, 
often on the same corner. Stravin- 
sky respected him; Janis Joplin 
sang his “All ls Loneliness.” This 
album compiles 36 pieces recorded 
from 1949 nearly to his death in 
1999, on the street and in studios, 
as a one-man band and directing 
chamber groups of saxophones or 
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MOTHER’S DAY IS MAY 14TH 
OVERNIGHT DELIVERY 
GUARANTEED! 


Be original this year, send your mom 
or wife the Creative Alternative to 
Flowers~a Bear-Gram gift! Over 100 
Bears, each delivered with gourmet 
candy and a card with your personal 
message in our famous gift box.. 
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DARK VISION 


THE BALLADEER FROM BLUE VELVET, IN ALL HIS 
ROCK-R&B-COUNTRY-LATIN-OPERETTA MYSTERY 


ROY ORBISON 


THE ESSENTIAL ROY ORBISON OOOO 


ROY ORBISON'S TOURS of the abyss remain so contemporary, 
they could scare the Antony and the Johnsons out of you. A 
Texan who briefly recorded rockabilly, Orbison found glory 
just afterwards. His best work, the first and crucial disc of 
this mostly definitive anthology, was recorded with Nashville 
session men between 1960 and 1964 (“Oh, Pretty Woman” 
was the purring celebration that broke the spell). It featured 
baroque pop productions, lyrics of postadolescentalienation 
that the musical buildups converted into a life sentence and 
a tenor that made rockers cry opera tears. Unplaceable, the 
sound fitan uncertain time when rock & roll wasn’t sure how 
to grow up and Latin rhythms lay out there for the picking. 

After two barren decades (his eclecticism didn’t include 
hippie), Orbison hadanunlikely’8os coda, the focus ofdisc2, 
before a heart attack killed him—a rerecorded “In Dreams,” 
the primordially creepy high point of David Lynch’s film 
Blue Velvet, an all-star tribute with Bruce Springsteen and 
patriarchal status in the Traveling Wilburys with Bob Dylan, 
George Harrison and Tom Petty. His voice never flagged, but 
the later productions are nostalgia pieces, not the hungry 
pop guesswork of the originals. A licensing nightmare, his 
recordings have never hada satisfying overview. 

This attempt culls from about eight labels and still 
falls short, with an overemphasized revival leaving the 
beyond-essential originals of “Running Scared” and “In 
Dreams’ omitted, the chronology scrambled, few post-1965 
gems and no Wilburys material. For 1960~64, try 16 Big- 
gest Hits or For the Lonely. Or, best of all, sample through a 
subscription service: His family has kept much of his cata- 
logue in print with more en route this year, including live 
and studio albums from the lost period, and the range lets 
you project coherence onto one of music’s true ink blots. 
ERIC WEISBARD 
DOWNLOAD: “It’s Over,” “The Crowd” 


Roy Orbison: 
“These trick 
glasses make my 
hair look weird.” 


glockenspiels. Hardin was a Mini- 
malist before the style was named. 
In his music, a methodical pulse 
carried exotic percussion, melodies 
that overlapped into rounds and 
streaks of swinging jazz or classical 
counterpoint. Strictly DIY, Moondog 
found patterns in a crosstown traf- 
fic of ideas. 


DOWNLOAD: “Lament 1 (Bird’s 
Lament),” “Rabbit Hop” 


POISON 


THE BEST OF POISON: 20 YE. 
OF ROCK O% 


Hollywood hair kittens match their 
dozen chart hits with a new cover of 
“We're an American Band” 


It was early 1984 when Michael 
Jackson's hair caught on fire at the 
filming of a Pepsi commercial. At 
nearly the same time, a group of lug 
nuts drove from Harrisburg, PA, to 
L.A. to make it big. Their timing was 
perfect. New, less flammable pop 
stars were needed. Hair would be 
involved. As this collection makes 
clear, Poison bridged two of the 
worst trends of the era like nobody 
else—bubble-metal anthems and 
power ballads. And with albums 
titled Native Tongue and Open Up 
and Say ... Abh!, they had a way of 
ejaculating puns that barely reached 
the single-entendre stage. But let's 
make it clear: When rock stars were 
flaming out, Poison stepped up, 
splitting the difference between 


Aerosmith and Cheap Trick. And 
for a few years they embodied the 
Hollywood dream of getting out of 
your nowhere hometown, putting 
on a wig, and becoming somebody. 


DOWNLOAD: “Every Rose Has Its 
Thorn,” “Something to Believe 
In” 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 


HUGH MASEKELA PRESENTS 
THE CHISA YEARS, 1965-1975 
OOo 


What, you don’t remember the 
Zulu-language soul craze of the 
early '70s? Oh, right, it didn't 
happen—most of these incandes- 
cent, supple grooves weren't even 
released at the time. Organized 

by South African trumpeter Hugh 
Masekela (briefly a pop star from 
his '68 instrumental hit "Grazing in 
the Grass"), the Chisa label teamed 
expatriate African musicians with 
a West Coast psychedelic jazz- 
funk crew. The resulting hybrids— 
recorded years before anyone 
talked about “world music"—have 
the pulse of American soul but 
distinctly non-American singing 
from the likes of the phenomenal, 
liquid-voiced Letta Mbulu. The 
band is spirited enough to carry 
even occasional English-language 
inanities ("Witch doctor/Livingston, 
| presume"), and when the singers 
lock into gospel harmonies, you can 


BLENDER APPROVED 


THE BEST NEW RELEASES FROM THE PAST MONTHS 


$s 
ee" SHADV/AFTERMATHIINTERSCOPE ; 
hady to Marshall to just plain Em, 
rap's tragic clown re-delivers his chart- i 
topping, chameleonic best. i 


Awildly innovative mind-blower by two 
rock whizzes, it influenced sample- 
lovers from Public Enemy to Moby. 


"These swaggering U.K. rockers, pals 


with Bowie, were never stars—but their i 


sixth album was a glammy peak. 


LEGACY/COLUMBIA = 


BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 
DEON, LONDON '75 


The Boss's legendary first London gig, . 
from his cusp-of-superstardom glory 
days, now on two remastered CDs. 


ORBISON: ORBISON ARCHIVE! 


CUPSE: STEVEN BRAHMS 


hear them reveling in their own 
power. 
DOUGLAS WOLK 

Letta Mbulu, “U Se 
Mcani”; Baranta, “Ahvuomo” 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 


Legendary DJ's story lacks legend- 
ary DJ's guiding hand 
For NYC disco veterans of a 
certain age, there was above all 
one club, the Paradise Garage 
(1977-'87), and one DJ, Larry 
Levan (1954-'92). The resident 
spinner's knack for dance-floor 
communion created a mythic 
nightspot that old-timers still talk 
about like some lost Shangri-la. A 
posthumous live release in 2000 
showcased Levan's mixing-board 
intuition but couldn't recreate 
an experience defined largely 
by mood-enhancing substances 
and a killer sound system. This 
two-CD collection, mostly paced 
at a sultry midtempo and ranging 
from disco divas Sister Sledge to 
one-hit wonder Janice McClain, 
is even more disembodied. Split 
between tracks that Levan mixed 
and tracks he played a lot, it's 
pleasant but never quite captures 
the essence of the DJ's greatness: 
his personality. 
DENNIS LIM 

: Phreek, 
“Weekend”; Taana Gardner, 
“Heartbeat” 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 


THE TOMMY BOY STORY, VOL. | 
O600 


In uential label smashes NYC rap 
into German synthesi 


Afrika Bambaataa & the Sou 
Force's awesome 1982 hit “Planet 
Rock" was nothing but some 
simple synth figures, old-school 
rapping and a hot robot chant 
smeared over drum-machine clat- 
ter and Star Wars sound FX, But its 
update of Parliament-Funkadelic's 
ghetto futurism launched a viral 
subgenre—electro—and a fab NYC 
indie label central to rap's early 
history. These two CDs cover part 
one of Tommy Boy's golden era, 
when it reworked the “Planet 
Rock" formula into the ground. 
There are more complete electro 
comps: See The Perfect Beats 
series. But it outperforms Tommy 
Boy's 1998 four-volume Great- 
est Beats comps by coughing up 
mostly extended club mixes, giving 
you more time to rock your best 
Smurf moves. 

WILL HERMES 


: Afrika Bambaataa, 
“Planet Rock”; Planet Patrol, 
“Play At Your Own Risk” 


Clipse; Malice, 
right, and Pusha T., 
center, spot a narc 
in the crowd. 


FOR MOST RAPPERS, selling 20,000 

copies of an album is pitiful, a sig- 

nal that a new career, perhaps in the 

Home Depot stock room, might be 

worth considering. For the great Virginia gang- 

sta duo Clipse, though, five-digit sales are cause 

for cheer these days. Four years ago, these MCs 

had a million-selling debut and one of pops 

hottest patron saints, Pharrell Williams, as 

their in-house producer. In 2003, they became 

entangled ina contract dispute with their label, 

Jive, leaving no outlet for their music except 
the slightly illegal mixtape circuit. 

The dispute has reportedly ended, and 

their long-delayed second CD should hit 

shelves this year. But they’ve done some of 


GANGSTA RAP AT ITS 


MOST PROVOCATIVE 


their best work below the radar, and tonight's 
show isacelebration. Wearing expensive Japa- 
nese hoodies and diamond necklaces, Malice 
and younger brother Pusha T (born Gene 
and Terrence Thornton) are playing to a few 
hundred of their devout followers, a racially 
mixed group that stands howling, blogging 
notebooks in hand. 

Clipse are showcasing their 2005 mixtape, 
We Got It 4 Cheap, Vol. 2. A riveting collec- 
tion of rhymes about crack, with mean beats 
hijacked from Ludacris, Mobb Deep and the 


RAISING CAINE 


ON FORCED HIATUS, TWO BROTHERS BUILD A WORLDVIEW OUT OF SELLING DRUGS 
CLIPSE 


Game, Cheap is a minor achievement com- 
mercially, but it feels monumental: 50 Cent 
and Young Jeezy may have scored platinum- 
plus sales last year with CDs full of drug talk, 
but Clipse did it better than either of them. 
Clipse seem at home ona New York stage— 
they’re masters of the intricate wordplay that 
marked the city’s mid-’go0s golden age. They 
rap more about drugs than hip-hop’s greatest 
slinger-songwriter, Notorious B.1.G., ever did, 
but not at the expense of complexity. On one 
song, Malice compares a snitch to an “Afri- 
can capturing slaves”; on another, though, he 
brags about making his block look “like the 
Dawn of the Dead”—turning his own people 
into murderous zombies. Gangstas often try 
to humanize themselves, but Pusha and Mal- 
ice demonize themselves, and their view of 
the dealer’s life achieves its own sort of hard- 
earned morality. “You can'tjust say ‘I’m gonna 
shoot you, I’m gonna sell bricks,’” Pusha tells 
Blender, dismissing simplistic tough-guy 
poses. “You've got to show all sides.” 
During “Re-Up Intro,” the first 
song they play from Cheap, a comi- 
cally bug-eyed Pusha raps, “White 
Lambo... black interior, I’s a modern 
day Sambo/So niggerish, they flows frivo- 
lous/Tickle us pink like white-girl clitoris.” 
Thumbing a nose at racist taboos and flip- 
ping a blackface caricature into a point of both 
pride and shame: This is gangta rap at its most 
richly provocative. Atthe punch line, the audi- 
ence shrieks with glee. Clipse have perfected 
an ingenious technique; while their rhymes 
are playful, they make you squirm, too. This 
is the rare guilty pleasure actually deserving 
ofthe name. 
JONAH WEINER 
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SWIMSUIT ISSUES 


A NEW BIOPIC REVISITS A SCARY ERA WHEN A SCANTILY CLAD WOMAN WITH 
BANGS WAS CONSIDERED A NATIONAL THREAT BY CLARK COLLIS 


NDER 


uw 


GIVEN THAT BETTIE Page was the 

most famous pinup model of the 

1950s, it is tempting to say that 

she was the Pamela Anderson of 
her day. Except that her puritanical “day” 
was so different from ours as to make non- 
sense of the comparison. 

It's almost impossible to overestimate 
the transgressive impact of Page's often 
fetishistic pictorials at a time when, for 
example, an obviously-with-child Lucille 
Ball was forbidden by CBS to actually utter 
the word “pregnant” on I Love Lucy for fear 
of offending squeamish viewers. In such 
an atmosphere of repression, the photo- 
graphs of Page brandishing a riding crop 
or gagging another female model left a 
lasting impression on the nation’s male 
youth. As legendary science-fiction writer 
Harlan Ellison revealed, perhaps unfortu- 
nately, in his introduction to a 1997 biog- 
raphy of the so-called “Queen of Curves,” 
“I cannot to this day see a photo of Bettie 
Page without getting an erection.” 

By 1955, Page was seen as so threaten- 
ing that she became the focus of a Sen- 
ate investigation headed up by ambitious 
politico Estes Kefauver. It is Kefauver’s 
hearing in New York that acts as a narra- 
tive spine for Mary Harron’s long-in-devel- 
opment biopic, THENOTORIOUS BETTIEPAGE, 
and from which we flash back to the mod- 
el's difficult childhood, gang-rape at 24 
and subsequent transformation into one 
of the most photographed people on the 


planet. The foregrounding of the senato- 
rial investigation, combined with the ’sos 
setting, effectively positions the film as a 
sort of less-clothed Good Night, and Good 
Luck, something that is assisted by Har- 
ron’s decision to film largely in black- 
and-white and the casting of Good Luck’s 
David Strathairn as Kefauver. But Kefau- 
ver was by no means in the same league 
of unpleasantness as Good Luck’s boo- 


THE EXCITED-O-METER 


WE HAVEN'T SEEN ’EM YET ... AND 
WE'RE NOT EVEN SURE WE WANT TO 


Philip Seymour Hoff- 
man joins the franchise. 
Tom Cruise and Truman 
Capote, together at last! 


VERY EXCITED 


Satire about an American 
Ido!-type show and a 
dumb-as-rocks U.S. 
president. Hey, what's 
Satirical about that? 


Another film about spell- 
ing bees? It had better be 
S-P-L-E-N-D-I-F- 
E-R-0-U-S. 


hiss villain, Joe McCarthy. Moreover, the 
still alive but reclusive Page’s role in the 
history of sexuality was essentially a pas- 
sive one, and Harron, who previously 
brought the story of a decidedly less pas- 
sive female antihero, gun-toting radical 
feminist Valerie Solanas, to the screen in 
I Shot Andy Warhol, doesn’t pretend oth- 
erwise. Indeed, the film makes clear that 
Page was no erotic crusader, regarding, for 


. example, the assorted leather apparel she 
: was often photographed in with a mixture 
: ofbemusementand hilarity. 


Yet, if the movie is somewhat tension- 


: free, itis also made rather terrific byacom- 
: bination of Harron’s empathetic direc- 
: tion and an award-worthy central perfor- 
: mance by Gretchen Mol. Judged by both 
:; résumé and natural appearance, she’s 
: about the last person you'd imagine play- 
: ing Page. But she succeeds in embodying 
: both the real person behind the sex kitten 
: and the sex kitten. Certainly the number 
: of scenes that require her to undress must 
: have required cojones that the film makes 
: extremely clear the actress doesn't, biolog- 
: ically speaking anyway, possess. 


If Harron has crafted a good movie out 


of some dramatically questionable materi- 
: al, then director Nick Cassavetes has man- 
: aged the reverse with ALPHADOG, turning 
: a harrowing real-life tale of drugs, kid- 
: napping and skinheads into a surprising- 
: ly mediocre film. Although essentially an 
: ensemble piece, the plot revolves around 
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Johnny Truelove (Lords of Dogtown’s Emile 


Hirsch), a young San Fernando drug deal- 


er who kidnaps the brother ofa customer - 
who owes him money and then orders his : 


killing. Truelove is based on Jesse James 
Hollywood, who, following the events 
dramatized in the movie, became one of 
the youngest people ever to appear on the 
FBI's most wanted listand was arrested in 


Brazil lastyear. Yes, itall sounds very excit- § 
ing and cinematic. But Cassavetes tracks 
Truelove and his fellow suburban wan- : 


nabe gangstas in such a bland movie-of- 


the-week style as to render the story curi- 
ously turgid. On the plus side, you get to : 


see Sharon Stone in a fat suit (we hope) 


while a mucho-tattoo’d Justin Timberlake 
acquits himselfnicely in the un-flashy role 


of Truelove’s best friend. 
Even more musicians turn thespians 
in DIRTY, released in April on DVD and 


featuring credible-ish turns from Wyclef 


Jean and the Black Eyed Peas’ Taboo. Both, 


however, are easily eclipsed by stars Clif 
ton Collins Jr. and Cuba Gooding Jr. who : 


play, respectively, slightly corrupt and very 


corrupt LAPD cops in this grim gem of 
a film. Imagine Training Day if everyone : 


_ MOVIE YOU SAW? 


was on the take. And imagine, if you can, 
a psychotic, surly turn from the normal- 


ly affable Gooding that almost makes up i 
for Snow Dogs, Boat Trip, Radio and the i 
17 other wastes of celluloid that have paid : 
his pool-heating bills since winning that i 


Oscar for Jerry Maguire. Almost. 


BLENDER 
APPROVED 


! The best movies and 


DVDs of the past months 


.. and for “Very thought- 
provoking Natalie Port- 
man terrorist sci-fi flick.” 


Cold-hearted, and just 
plain cold, John Cusack 
noir thriller. 


LAST GOOD 


SINGER 


“The Hawk Is Dying—this 
really intense family 
drama. | am a huge Paul 
Giamatti fan. Again he 
proves he is a risk-taker.” 
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My Chemical 
ice show off 
giant organ. 
lia 


BOXING “HELENA’ 
A JAM-PACKED NEW DVD/CD SET PROVIDES EVERYTHING YOU EVER 


WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT JERSEY'S SCREAMO KINGS, PLUS PLENTY 
YOU PROBABLY DIDN'T BY NICK CATUCC! 


MY CHEMICAL ROMANCE: 
LIFE ON THE MURDER 
SCENE 


2 


FOR THE MCR geek who has 
everything—original Boba 
Fett action figure, The 
Silver Surfer No. 1—there's 
this three-disc collection 

of just about everything 
the band has done outside of a 
bathroom in their brief but mete- 
oric career. A live DVD compiles 
11 raw, sped-up performances of 
staples like the arch, bouncy “You 
Know What They Do to Guys Like 
Us in Prison” and the luxuriantly 
emotive ballad “The Ghost of 


THE BEST OF THE REST 


SOBRIETY! 


KICKBALL! 
SHARING! 


You,” as well as three high-con- 
cept videos and their accompany- 
ing making-of docs. (A full-length 
live CD includes many of these 
selections, plus three subpar 
unreleased recordings.) Also 
included is a feature-length “video 
diary” which dryly chronicles 
MCR's rapid ascent with a 
particular focus on singer 
Gerard Way's newfound so- 
briety—amusing footage of 
drunken kickball feels cau- 
tionary, and therapy-massaged 
talk revolves around abscessed 
teeth and downing caffeine. But 
two hours of soul-searching and 
career recap feels awfully long for 
a band that has put out only two 
albums. It's a wonder they pack so 
much drama into their songs. 


DAVID BOWIE NEW YORK DOLLS THE NASHVILLE 
SERIOUS MOONLIGHT NEW YORK DOLL SOUND 

(EM) (VISUAL ENTERTAINMENT) (XENON/UMUD) 

Sooo ooo 

Of all Bowie's many Lovable, slightly Lauded as the source 


personas, his most 
curious was the one 
that accompanied his 
Let's Dance commercial 
peak: straight, suit-clad 
pop star. This Vancou- 
ver concert from 1983 
has the feel of a Vegas 
revue, with the former 
Mr, Stardust playing all 
the hits. 


touched galoot Arthur 
“Killer” Kane, bassist 
for tranny hair-metal 
progenitors the New 
York Dolls, plunged 
into obscurity and 
Mormonism after the 
band's breakup. This 
poignant documentary 
depicts his odd journey, 
triumphant return and 
unexpected end. 


material for Robert 
Altman's Nashville, this 
in-depth but scatter- 
shot 1969 doc portrays 
Music City’s history 
via performances from 
sequined has-beens 
and never-weres, 
moonshine recipes and 
cowboy-on-the-street 
interviews. 

LAUREN HARRIS 
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All the action and 
breakdancing of 
real NBA games 


-————— : 


HOOP DREAMS 


LIVE OUT YOUR WILDEST NBA FANTASIES, MINUS THE PESKY PATERNITY SUITS AND 
TRUMPED-UP ASSAULT CHARGES BY LIBE GOAD 


NBA BALLERS: PHENOM 


THE NBA BALLERS franchise blends the trap- 
pings of post-free-agency lifestyle with a scrap- 
py, rags-to-riches story—2004’s original intro- 
duced the concept to much fanfare, and the 


sequel dramatically ups the ante. 

Phenom may focus on lavish life- 
styles, rewarding performance with 
access to posh pads and high-tech 
toys, but just as in real life, even the 
biggest NBA stars are forced to obey 
the stick-in-the-ass league uniform 
codes. Fortunately, these rules don’t 
apply to the create-a-character mode, with 
which gamers can load up on shoes, jewelry, 
headgear and all the other fashion currently on 
David Stern’s shit list. 

Custom-created characters are assigned 
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GIZMO OF THE MO 


REAL WORLD GOLF SYSTEM 


JUST LIKE A DAY ON THE LINKS, BUT WITHOUT THE DRINK CART 


PLAYING SIMULATED GOLF using a controller has always 


BLINGED- 
OUT 
B-BALL! 


a position and develop skills through an in- 
depth Story mode. After creating a player, hook 
up with Detroit's Chauncey Billups and Luda- 
cris to claw your way to the top in an epic strug- 
gle that encompasses everything from tourna- 
ments to Dance Dance Revolution—style rhythm 
games. It’s great hardwood fun, even ifit’s sure 
to make purists cringe. 

Virtual ballers can now double up 
with Shaq, Kobe and other bigshots 
in two-on-two or one-on-one-on-one 
games. New “act a fool” moves spice 
up the action, stealing tricks straight 
out of the Harlem Globetrotters play- 
book—players can even shoot to score 
by bouncing a ball off an opponent's 
head. Although the off-court bells and whistles 
do threaten to overwhelm the actual gameplay, 
the simple arcade-style controls make the game 
easy to pick up, even for the most un-athletical- 
ly inclined. 


> been half-assed—no matter how lushly rendered the 
courses, you're still wiggling a tiny stick to hit the ball. 
(Stop giggling.) Mad Catz offers the latest, possibly greatest 
take with their Real World Golf system. The concept is simple— 
put the Gametrack box on the floor, slip on the included gloves 
and connect fishing line from the box to the gloves. The game 
then tracks your 3D hand movements in real time, with a plastic 


> ga Looks great. 
club. It may look goofy, but the dead-on feel makes this, if not a We'll take 
hole-in-one, a commendable birdie. FOUR! 
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RUMBLE ROSES XX 


i The naughtiest female wrestlers since 
: the ladies of GLOW return to the ring, 

i now in full high-def glory. Too bad this 
relies too much on pneumatic babes 
in tight clothes rather than actual 
rasslin' moves. Granted, the ribaldry 
of sweaty girls duking it out is worth 

a few chortles, but the $60 price 

tag brings home the reality that this 
game, despite the hot chicks and new 
: online matches, is as overinflated as a 
: double-D saline implant. 


_ HELLGATE: LONDON 


: London just hasn't been the same 

: since one of those portals to Hell 

: opened up, flooding the town with 

i demons and generally driving down 

? property values. Unlike most hack- 

: and-slash role-playing games, this 

: postapocalyptic thriller unfolds from 
: a first-person point of view, giving 

: gamers an immersive view of the 

: action as they fight to make jolly old 

: England safe for humanity and funny 
: accents again. 


TOMB RAIDER: LEGEND 


: Pixelated British archeologist Lara 

? Croft has now been a sex symbol for 

: the sexless for 10 years, and in video- 
: game time that's positively ancient. 

i It's no secret that the last several 

i Tomb Raider games deserved to be 

: buried in the desert like a forgotten 

: pharaoh, but the latest attempt to 

? revive this cash cow actually hits the 

i mark, mixing classic third-person 

: action-adventure gameplay with a 

: newly agile Lara. It's almost enough to 
: make us forget all about those crappy 
: Angelina Jolie movies. 


GOLF GAME: COURTESY MAD CATZ 


GEIGER: KEVIN MAZUR 


Rather than wait another five years 
for the next full-blown install- 

ment of this addictive first-person 
shooter—already as close to perfect 
as the genre gets—series creator 
Valve is releasing periodic “episodes" 
that are shorter (and cheaper) than a 
full-length game. In the first, imagi- 
natively titled “Episode One,” hottie 
resistance fighter Alyx takes center 
stage, battling both evil alien forces 
and the pesky brain-munching crabs 
of City 17. Based on a true story! 


RISE OF NATIONS: 
RISE OF LEGENDS 


Nation-building can be a tough busi- 
ness, if history is any guide. Still, 
armchair civic planners will flock to 
this sequel to the 2003 real-time 
strategy hit. Ignoring the real-life 
historical background of the origi- 
nal game, Rise of Legends instead 
focuses on building up futuristic 


RISE OF NATIONS 


AUTO ASSAULT fag 


fantasy civilizations, from the magical 
Alin to the inventive Vinci (as in Leon- 
ardo da). Despite the relatively fast 
pacing for a strategy game, adrena- 
line junkies will likely be unmoved 

by the big-picture maneuvering and 
scheming needed to play—think one 
part Alexander the Great, one part 
Robert Moses. 


AUTO ASSAULT 


Nerdy online gaming gets a new 
twist—a massively multiplayer game 
with a half-assed plot that's begging 
to be the next Uwe Boll-directed box- 
office outcast. Those who dare to dive 
in will create a character from one 

of three classes, then select a set of 
wheels pimped out with heavy artil- 
lery. Join thousands of other house- 
bound suckers as they cruise alien 
frontiers, blasting each other into the 
hereafter. Aside from the inherent 
joy of killing friends and family, every- 
thing from the goofy postapocalyptic 
vibe to the yawn-fest combat zones 
has been done before, and better. 
Move along, nothing to see here. 
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: Secret antiterrorist crew paints it black by 
: blowing up half of Eastern Europe. 


THE BEST GAMES FROM THE PAST MONTHS 


pees = 
ad —« = 


: Roll on the go, as the Japanese sleeper hit 
: about a giant sticky ball comes to the PSP. 


CURRENT FAVORITE GAME 

I've played a lot of bad games 
recently, but the best would 
have to be Star Wars: Battle- 
front Il on the PS2. Unlike the 
first one, you can be a Jedi. 
And it has space battles! 


OLD-SCHOOL FAVORITE 

Super Mario Bros. 3 for the 
Super Nintendo. Super Mario 
2 was just like a drugged-up 
version of the first game, but 
3 is cool because you can 
get all these cool suits with 
powers. And Jeopardy! for 
Sega Genesis—my dad used 
to think that if he bought the 
latest machines, | wouldn't do 
any schoolwork. If you played 
this with someone for a cou- 
ple of hours, you would know 
all of the questions. Then you 
could cheat. 


HOT TIPS 

| loved the Aladdin game. 
Pause the game and then 
press the buttons "A-B-B-A- 
A-B-B-A." That lets you skip 
a level. 


GAME I'M ACTUALLY SCARED OF 
Well, | remember being afraid 
to play Doom. | have a huge 
issue with first-person- 
shooter games—you have no 
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GEEK FILES 


THIS MONTH: TEDDY GEIGER, THE 17-YEAR-OLD 
SINGER AND STAR OF THE LATE, NOT-AT-ALL-LAMENTED 
LOVE MONKEY, LETS HIS GAMER-DWEEB FLAG FLY 
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Coming soon to a> 5 
your kid sister's > | 


locker door. 


peripheral vision, and even 
though it’s not real, that 
freaks me out. | never really 
got over that. 


TOUR BUS STAPLE 

The only game I've ever 
played on tour is GoldenEye: 
007 for the Nintendo 64. The 
band had a competition to 
beat it, and the bass player 
won, although the first time 
he did it, the game froze right 
before the end. He was nor- 
mally a quiet guy, but when 
that happened ... 

POST-SHOW PASTIME: GAMES 
OR GROUPIES? 

Oh man ... well, | don’t have 
a game system on the road 
right now, but | don’t even 
have that many groupies 
either, so that's a hard one. 
Maybe both? We could sit 
around and play GoldenEye or 
something. 

GAME CHARACTER I'D MOST LIKE 
TO BE 

Ummm ... Zelda. Wait, | mean 
the main character, Link, 

in the Zelda games. Link's 
dope. He'd wear a tunic, walk 
around, ride a horse. Mario 
was cool, but it's much cooler 
to wield a sword than to just 
jump on stuff. GABE SORIA 


ME Sag cI 


( LAST PAGE ) 
> WHO DOES 


THAT'S A REALLY GOOD SELF- 
PORTRAIT, EXCEPT FOR ONE THING. 

It doesn't really look like me. 

My wrists aren't that thin, and | 
don't have knobs at the end of my 
elbows. Plus my eyes aren't that 
big, but | was trying to overexag- 
gerate the fact that I’m wide awake 
and seeing at full power. 


AND WHAT ABOUT THE CROWD? 
They're asleep—that'’s what all the 
little ZZ2’s are for. Half the time | 
feel like I’m surrounded by people 
who are sleepwalking and I’m trying 
to scream to wake them up. A lot of 
this imagery extends from religious 
stuff, the right-wing Bible Belt 
Christian thing in our government. 
I'm very anti-religion. | don’t know 
if it’s a backlash against my dad, 
who was a Presbyterian minister. 
[Laughs] Um, this doesn’t sound 
like it’s gonna be a very funny 
interview. 


DON'T WORRY, YOU'LL 

SOON BE DOUBLED OVER 

IN LAUGHTER. IF WE 

DRUG-TESTED YOU, WHAT 

WOULD WE FIND? 

Lots of vitamins. They 

give me that nice, 

nuclear-yellow piss, 

which is pretty cool. I’ve 

never done any drugs in 

my life, | don’t drink a 

lot of alcohol, I've never 

even smoked a ciga- 

rette. In high school, 

when my friends started smoking 
pot, | didn’t do it, just out of fear. 
Now, there are a few drugs | would 
probably try. 


LIKE WHAT? MAYBE WE COULD HELP. 
[Laughs] My guitarist, Dan Estrin, 
didn’t really do any drugs either. 
He’s one of my best friends, and 
within the last six months or a year 
he’s been high every day, smoking 
pot like a madman. And he acts like 
it's the greatest thing since sliced 
bread. He wants me to try it so bad, 
but | kind of like being able to say 
I've never done any drugs. 
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THE 31-YEAR-OLD HOOBASINGER OF HOOBASTANK HAs “NUCLEAR 
YELLOW” PEE AND THINKS HIS BAND NAME IS “GOOFY.” OH, AND THEN THERE’S 
THE, UH, ASIAN CURSE. SO NOW CAN YOU TELLUS... 


BY ROB TANNENBAUM 
PHOTOGRAPH BY TAGHI NADERZAD 


DOUG ROBB THINK HE IS? 


WHAT'S THE MOST AND LEAST 
AMOUNT OF MONEY YOU'VE EVER 
MADE IN A YEAR? 


The least was probably $10,000, 
when | was in junior college living 
with my parents and 

working at a YMCA. 

The most money I've 

made in a year was 

over $I million. 


WHICH DO YOU LIKE BETTER? 

Well, they both have their pluses 
and minuses, but I'd have to say 
the over-a-million is not bad. 


HAVE YOU EVER SAID, 
“CLEVELAND, ARE YOU 
READY TO ROCK?” 

Probably. Right after our 
first album, | said, “You 
rock, Cincinnati,” and we 
were in St. Louis. | got 

the whole “S” sound con- 
fused. Now | just say, “You 
guys rock.” 


WHAT ETHNIC STEREOTYPE 
DO YOU LIVE UP TO? 

I'm half-Asian, and | don’t 
have the biggest dick. I've 
got slanty eyes, too, but 
that’s not a stereotype, 
that’s just factual. 


HOW WOULD YOU DESCRIBE YOUR 
TASTE IN SEX? 

Diminishing. Sex has fallen a couple 
of notches on my priority list, and 
I'm not embarrassed to say that. 


WHAT’S THE QUESTION YOU'RE MOST 
TIRED OF BEING ASKED? 

For a while, it was “What does 
Hoobastank mean?” It was suitable 
when we got out of high school and 
were playing frat parties, but we 
take our music pretty seriously and 
the name sure doesn’t imply that. 
It’s goofy. Nowadays, | realize how 
unimportant a name is, We could be 
called the Shitheads for all | care. 
And I'm tired of being asked if | 
have beef with Scott Weiland. 


YOU TOOK A DISLIKE TO WEILAND 
WHEN HOOBASTANK OPENED FOR HIS 
BAND, VELVET REVOLVER, RIGHT? 

“If | Were You,” which ended up 
being the first single on our new 
album, was inspired by Weiland. 
There’s no license to treat people 
the way he does. Some of those 
shows were awesome, but some we 
were playing for thousands of guys 
with mullets who drove Camaros. 
People would stand and face the 
other way for half an hour. A couple 
of times, our guitar player Dan 
couldn’t take it, and he threw water 
bottles at the crowd. 


THAT'S PRETTY VIOLENT BEHAVIOR 
FROM A POTHEAD. 

This is before he started smoking 
weed. He’s more mellow now. 


WHAT WOULD YOUR EX-GIRLFRIENDS 
SAY ABOUT YOU? 

That | don’t verbalize my emotions. 
I'm a trash can—I swallow a lot of 
shit, because | have this aversion to 
conflict. And one day | wake up, the 
trash can is full and | go, “It’s over.” 
With most of my girlfriends, it’s 
taken them as a complete surprise. 


SO THEY'D SAY YOU'RE UNEMOTIONAL., 
AND YOU HAVE A SMALL DICK, 
Unfortunately, they might, [===] 


GROOMING: JACQUELINE BUSH 
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